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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Duncan, A7»^^ Scotland. 

Malcolm, ) 

DoNALBAiN^ I ^'>^^*'> Duncan. 

Macbeth, General of the King'i Armyj afUrmardi 

King. 
Banquo, General of the KingV Army, 
Fhi&AiiCEf son to Banquo. 
Macdopp, ' 
Lenox, 

ROSSB, 

Mbntbth, 

Angus, 

Cathnbss, 

SiWARD, Earl §f No^umberlamdt General of thi 

English Forces* 
Young SiWARD, son to the Earl of Northumberland. 
Son to Macduff. 

Seyton, an officer attending on Macbeth when King. 
An English Doctor ; a Scotch Doctor. 
A Soldier ; a Porter ; an old Man. 
Lady Macbeth, afterwards Queen. 
Lady Macduff. 
A Gentlewoman, attending on Lady Macbeth when 

Queen. 
Hecate. 
Three Witches. 

Lords^ Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers^ Murderers^ 
Attendants, and Messengers* 

The Ghost of Banquo, and other Apparitions* 

SCENE,— /« the end of Act IV. in England; 
through the rest of the Play in Scotland. 
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INTRODUCTION TO 
MACBETH. 

HISTORICAL NOTICE. 

In Coleridge's eariy sonnet "To the Author of 
the Robbers, his imagination is enchained to 
the most terrible scene of that play ; disregard- 
ing, as it were, all the accessories by which 
its horrors are mitigated and rendered endur- 
able :— 
" Schiller I that hour I would have wish'd to die, 
If, through the shudderine midnight I had sent. 
From the dark dungeon of the tower time-rent. 
That fearful voice, a famish'd father's cry — 
Lest in some after-moment aught more mean 
Mig^t stamp me mortal ! A mumphant shout 
Black Horror screamM and all her goblin rout 
Diminbh'd shrunk from the more witherin 8C«ne t " 

It was in a somewhat similar manner that 
Shakspere's representation of the murder of 
Duncan affected the imagination of Mrs. Sid- 
dons :— -" It was my custom to study my charac- 
ters at night, when all the domestic cares and 
business of the day were over. On the night 
preceding that on which I was to appear in this 
part for the first time, I shut myself up, as usual, 
when all the family were retired, and com- 
menced my study of Lady Macbeth. As the 
character is very short, I thought I should soon 
accomplish it Being then only twenty years of 
age, I oelieved, as many others do believe, that 

h 
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INTRODUCTION, 



little more was necessary than to get the words 
into my head ; for the necessity of discrimina- 
tion, and the development of character, at that 
time of my life, had scarcely entered into my 
imagination. But, to proceed I went on with 
tolerable composure, in the silence of the night, 
(a night I can never forget,) till I came to the 
assassination scene, when the horrors of the 
scene rose to a degree that made it impossible 
for me to get farther. I snatched up my candle, 
and hurried out of the room in a paroxysm of 
terror. My dress was of silk, and the rustling 
of it, as I ascended the stairs to go to bed, seemed 
to my panic-struck fancy like the movement of 
a spectre pursuing me. At last I reached my 
chamber, where 1 found my husband fast asleep. 
I clapped my candlestick d,own upon the table, 
without the power of putting it out ; and I threw 
myself on my bed, without daring to stay even 
to take off my clothes."* If tne drama of 
'Macbeth" were to produce the same effect 
upon the mind of an imaginative reader as that 
described by Mrs. Siddons, it would not be the 

freat work of art which it really is. If our poet 
ad resolved, using the words of his own 
••Othello," to 

"abandon all remorse, 
On horror's head horrors accumulate,'' 

the midnight terrors, such as Mrs. Siddons has 
described, would have indeed been a tribute 
to ^(Tw^r,— but not to the power which has pro- 
duced '* Macbeth." The paroxysm of fear, the 
Eanic-struck fancy, the prostrated senses, so 
eautifully descrioed by this impassioned 
actress, were the result of the intensity with 
which she had fixed her mind upon that part of 

* Memoranda by Mrs. Siddons, inserted in her " Life " 
by Mr. Campbell. 
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INTRODUCTION. iii 

the play which she was herself to act In the 
endeavor to jget the words into her head, her 
own fine genius was naturally kindled to behold 
a complete vision of the wonderful scene. 
Again^ and again, were the words repeated, on 
that night which she could never forget,— in the 
silence of that night, when all about her were 
sleeping. And then she heard the owl shriek, 
amidst the hurried steps in the fatal chamber,— 
and she saw the bloody hands of the assassin, 
— and, personifying the murderess, she rushed 
to dip her own hands in the gore of Duncaa It 
is perfectly evident that this intensity of concep- 
tion has carried the horrors far feeyond the 
limits of pleasurable emotion, and has produced 
all the terrors of a real murder. No reader of 
the play, and no spectator, can regard this play 
as Mrs. Siddons regarded it On that night she, 
probably for the first time, had a strong though 
imperfect vision of the character of Lady Mac- 
beth, such as she afterwards delineated it ; and 
in that case, what to all of us must, under any 
circumstances, be a work of art however glon- 
ous, was to her almost a reality. It was the iso- 
lation of the scene, demanded by her own at- 
tempt to conceive the character of Lady Macbeth, 
which made it so terrible to Mrs. Siddons. The 
reader has to regard it as a part of a great 
whole, which combines and harmonizes with all 
around it ; for which he is adequately prepared 
by what has gone before ; and which,— even if 
we look at it as a picture which represents only 
that one portion of the action, has still its own 
repose, its own harmony of coloring, its own 
chiaroscuro,— is to be seen under a njitural light 
There was a preternatural light upon it when 
Mrs. Siddons saw it as she has described. 

The leading characteristic of this glorious 
tra;gedy is, without doubt that which consti- 
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iv INTRODUCTION. 

tutes the essential difference between a work oY 
the highest genius and a work of mediocrity. 
Without poruoer—^y which we here especially 
mean the ability to produce strong excitement 
by the display of scenes of horror— no poet of 
the highest order was ever made ; but this alone 
does not make such a poet If he is called upon 
to present such scenes, they must, even in their 
most striking forms, be associated with the 
beautiful. The pre-eminence of his art in this 
particular can alone prevent thema£Fecting the 
ima^nation beyond the limits of pleasurable 
emotion. To keep within these limits, and yet 
to preserve all the energy which results from the 
power of dealing with tne terrible apart from 
the beautiful, belongs to few that the world 
has seen: to Shakspere it belongs surpassingly. 
That Shakspere lound sufficient maierials tor 
this great drama in Holinshed's "History of 
Scotland " is a fact that renders it quite unnec 
essary for us to enter into any discussion as to 
the truth of this portion of the history, or to point 
out the authorities upon which the narrative 
of Holinshed was founded. Better authorities 
than Holinshed had access to have shown that 
the contest for the crown of Scotland between 
Duncan and Macbeth was a contest of factions, 
and that Macbeth was raised to the throne by 
his Norwegian allies after a battle in which 
Duncan fell; in the same way, after a long rule, 
was he vanquished and killed by the son of Dun- 
can, supported by his English allies.* But with 
the ditterences between the real and apocryphal 
history It is manifest that we can here have no 
concera There is another story told also in the 
same narrative, which Shakspere with consum- 
mate skill has blended with the story of Mac- 

• See Skeene's <* Highlanders of Scotland,'' vol ii, p. 116. 
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INTRODUCTION, y 

beth. It is that of the murder of King Duff by 
Donwald and his wife in Donwald's castle of 
Forres:— 

" The king got him into his privy chamber, 
only with two of his chamberlains, who, having 
brought him to bed, came forth again, and then 
fell to banqueting with Donwald and his wife, 
who had prepared divers delicate dishes and 
sundry sorts of drinks for their rear-supper or 
collation* whereat they sat up so long, till they 
had charged their stomachs with such full 
gorges, that their heads were no sooner got to 
the pillow but asleep they were so fast that a 
man might have removed the chamber over them 
sooner than to have awakened them out of their 
drunken sleep. 

" Then Donwald, though he abhorred the act 
greatly in heart, yet through instigation of his 
wife he called four of his servants unto him 
(whom he had made privy to his wicked intent 
before, and framed to his purpose with large 
gifts), and now declaring unto them after what 
sort they should work the feat, they gladly 
obeyed nis instructions, and speedily going 
about the murder, they enter the chamber (in 
w^hich the king lay) a little before cock's crow, 
•where they secretly cut his throat as he lay 
sleeping, without any bustling at all ; and 
immediately by a postern gate they carried 
forth the dead body into the fields. . . . 
Donwald, about the time that the murder was 
in doing, got him amongst them that kept the 
watch, and so continued in company with them 
all the residue of the night But in the morn- 
ing, when the noise was raised in the king's 
chamber how the king was slain, his body con- 
veyed away, and the bed all beraid with blood. 
he with the watch ran thither, as though he had 
known nothing of the matter, and breaking into 
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vi INTRODUCTION. 

the chamber, and finding cakes of blood in the* 
bed and on the floor about the sides of it, he 
forthwith slew the chamberlains as guilty of 
that heinous murder. . . . For the space of 
six months together, zrfter this heinous murder 
thus committed, there appeared no sun by day, 
nor moon by night, in any part of the realm, 
but still was the sky covered with continual 
clouds, and sometimes such outrageous winds 
arose, with lightnings and tempests, that the 

Seople were m great fear of present destruo 
oa" 
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SCENE L—An open Place. Thunder ani 
Lightning, 

Enter three Witches. 

I Witch, 

BHEN shall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 
2 Witch, When the hurlyburly's 
done, 

When the battle's lost and won. 
3 Witch, That will be ere the set of sun. 

1 Witch, Where the place ? 

2 Witch, Upon the heath : 

3 Witch, There to meet with Macbeth. 
I Witch, I come, Graymalkin I 

All, Paddock calls : — anon. — 
Fair is foul, and foul is fair : 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. 

[Witches vanid 
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SCENE II.— -4 Camp near Forres. Alar- 
um within. 

Enter King Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, atuk 
Lenox, with Attendants, meeting a bleeding Sol^ 
dier. 

Dun, What bloody man is that ? He can 
report, 
As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Mai, This is the sergeant, 

Who, like a good and hardy soldier, fought 
'Gainst my captivity. — Hail, brave friend ! 
Say to the king the knowledge of the broil, 
As thou didst leave it. 

Sold, Doubtful it stood ; 

As two spent swimmers, that do cling togeth- 
er, [wald 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdon* 
(Worthy to be a rebel ; for, to that. 
The multiplying villanies of nature 
Do swarm upon him) from the western isles 
Of kernes and gallowglasses is supplied ; 
And Fortune, on his damned quarrel smil- 
ing, [weak : 
Show'd like a rebel's whore: but all's too 
For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that 

name,) 
Disdaining Fortune, with his brandished steel, 
Which smoked with bloody execution, 
Like valor's minion, carved out his passage, 
Till he faced the slave ; 
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sc.li. MACBETH, 9 

And ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to 
him, [chaps, 

Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the 
• And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 
Dun, O, valiant cousin ! worthy gentle-. 

man ! 
Sold, As whence the sun 'gins his reflec- 
tion [break ; 

Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders 

So from that spring, whence comfort seem*d 
to come, [mark : 

Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, 

No sooner justice had, with valor arm'd. 

Compelled these skipping kernes to trust 
their heels, 

But the Norwe)ran lord, surveying vantage, 

With furbish'd arms, and new supplies of 
men, ^ ♦ 

Began a fresh assault. 
Dun, Dismay'd not this 

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo ? 
Sold. Yes; 

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. 

If I say sooth, I must report they were 

As cannons overcharged with double cracks ; 

So they doubly redoubled strokes upon the 
foe : [wounds. 

Except they meant to bathe in reeking 

Or memorise another Golgotha, 

I cannot tell : — 

But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 
Dun, So well thy words become thee as 
thy wounds ; 
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10 MACBETH, ACT- 1 

They smack of honor both. — Go, get him 
surgeons. 

Enter Rosss. 

Who comes here ? 

MaL The worthy thane of Rosse. 

Lett, What a haste looks through his eyes ! 
So should he look that seems to speak 
strange things. 

Rosse, God save the king ! 

Dun, Whence cam'st thou, worthy thane ? 

Rosse, From Fife, great king, 
Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky, 
And fan our people cold. 
Norway himself with terrible numbers. 
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
The thane of Cawdor, began a dismal con- 
flict: 
Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapp'd in 

proof, 
Confronted him with self-comparisons, 
Poii^t against point, rebellious arm 'gainst 

arm. 
Curbing his lavish spirit : and, to conclude, 
The victory fell on us ;— 

Dun. Great happiness ! 

Rosse. That now 
Sweno, the Norways* king, craves com- 
position 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
Till he disbursM, at Saint Colmes* inch. 
Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 
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9C HL MACBETH. il 

Dun, No more that thane of Cawdor shall 

deceive [ent death, 

Our bosom interest — Go, pronounce his pres- 

And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Rosse. Ill see it done. 

Dun. What he hath lost noble Macbeth 

hath won. \Ex*unt. 

SCENE III.— yl Heaih. Thunder. 

Enterthe threg Witches. 

1 Witch, Where hast thou been, sister ? 

2 Witch, Killing swine. 

3 Witch, Sister, where thou ? 

1 Witch, A sailor^s wife had chestnuts in 

her lap, 
And mounch'd,and mounch'd, and mounch'd : 

— Give me^ quoth I : 
Aroint thee, witch/ the rump-fed ronyon 

cries, [the Tiger : 

Her husband's to Aleppo ffone, master o' 
But in a sieve I'll thither sail. 
And, like a rat without a tail, 
111 do, I'll do, and I'U do. 

2 Witch, V\\ give thee a wind. 
I Witch, Thou'rtkind. 

3 Witch, And I another. 

I Witch, I myself have all the others 
And the very ports they blow, 
All the quarters that they know 
I' the shipman's card. 
I'll drain him dry as hay: 
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t2 MACBETH. ACT I, 

Sleep shall neither night nor day 
Hang upon his pent-house lid ; 
He shall live a man forbid : 
Weary seven nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine : 
Though his bark cannot be lost, 
Yet it shall be tempest-toss'd. 
Look what I have. 

2 Witch. Show me, show me. 

I Witch, Here I have a pilot's thumb, 
Wrecked, as homeward he did come. 

[Drum within^ 

3 Witch, A drum, a drum : 
Macbeth doth come. 

AIL The weird sisters, hand in hand, 
Posters of the sea and land, 
Thus do go about, about ; 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again, to make up nine : 
Peace I the charm's wound up. 

EnUr Macbeth and Banquo. 

Macb. So foul and fair a day I have not 

seen. 
Ban, How far is't calPd to Forres ? — 
What are these, 

So wither'd, and so wild in their attire ; 

That look not like the inhabitants o' the 
earth, [aught 

And yet are on't ? Live you ? or are you 

That man may question } You seem to un- 
derstand me. 

By each at once her choppy finger laying 
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SC III. MACBETH. 13 

Upon her skinny lips. — You should be wo* 

men, 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are so. 
Macb, Speak, if you can ; — what are you ? 

1 Witch, All hail, Macbeth I hail to thee, 

thane of Glamis ! 

2 Witch, All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, 

thane of Cawdor \ 

3 Witch, All hail, Macbeth ! that shalt be 

king hereafter. 
Ban. Good sir, why do you start ; and 
seem to fear [of truth, 

Things that do sound so fair ? — P the name 
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed 
Which outwardly ye show ? My noble partner 
You greet with present grace, and great pre- 
diction 
Of noble having, and of royal hope, [not : 
That he seems wrapt withal ; to me you speak 
If you can look into the seeds of time, 
And say, which grain will grow, and which 

will not. 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 
Your favors, nor your hate. 

1 Witch, Hail! 

2 Witch, Hail ! 

3 Witch, Hail! 

1 Witch, Lesser than Macbeth, and 

greater. 

2 Witch, Not so happy, yet much happier. 
S Witch, Thou shalt get kings, though 

thou be none : 
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14 MACBETH. ACT I. 

So all hail, Macbeth and. Banquo ! 

I Witch, Banquo. and Macbeth, all hail ! 

Macb. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell 

me more : [Glamis ; 

By Sinel's death, I know I am thane of 

But how of Cawdor ? the thane of Cawdor 

lives, 
A prosperous gentleman ; and, to be king, 
Stands not within the prospect of teiief, 
No more 4han to be Cawdor. Say, from 

whence 
You owe this strange intelligence ? or why 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting? — Speak, I 
charge you. [Witches vanish. 

Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water 
has, [ish'd ? 

And these are of them : whither are they van- 
Macb. Into the air : and what seem'd cor- 
poral, melted [stay'd \ 
As breath into the wind. — 'Would they had 
Ban. Were such things here as we do 
speak about ? 
Or have we eaten x>n the insane root. 
That takes the reason prisoner ? 
Macb. Your children shall be kinss. 
Ban, You shallbe king. 
Macb. And thane of Cawdor too ; went it 

not so ? 
Ban. To the self-same tune, and wo^ds. 
Who's here ? 
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Smitr RossE and Angvi. 

JHosse. Tht kia^ hath h^pfSly ro€ei¥td« 

Macbelh, 
The news oitky^mcctBs : and when he vcads 
T^ personal vesUire in the rebels' fight, 
His wonders and his praises do contend, 
Which should be thine, or his: siknced 

with that, 
In viewing o?er the rest o' the self^same day, 
He finds tnee in the stout Norweyan ranks. 
Nothing aleard of what thyself didst make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as tale 
Came post with post; and every one did 

bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence, 
And pourM them down before him. 

Ang. We are sent. 

To give thee, from our royal master, thanks ; 
Only to hers^ thee into his sight, not pay 

thee. 
J^oss^, Aad, lor an earnest of a greater 

honor, [Cawdor : 

He bade me, from him, call thee thane of 
In which addition, hail, most worthy thane ! 
For it is tiMne. 
Man. [a»d£,] What^ can the devil ^>ei^ 

true? 
Afacd. The ^aae of Cawdor lives : vdbj 

do you dresKi me 
In borrow'd robes ? 

Ang, Who ^vas the thane, lives j&ti 

Bat under heavy judgment bears that life 
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t6 MACBETH. ACTL 

Which he deserves to lose. [Norway | 

Whether he was combined with those of 
Or did line the rebel with hidden help 
And vantage ; or that with both he labor'd 
In his country's wreck, I know not ; 
But treasons capital, confessed, and proved, 
Have overthrown him. 
Macb. [aside.] Glamis, and thane of CalRr- 

dor: 
The greatest is behind.— [7<? Rosse and 

Angus.] Thanks for your pains. — 
[To Ban.] Do jrou not hope your children 

shall be kings, [to me, 

When those that gave the thane of Cawdor 
Promised no less to them ? 

Ban. That, trusted home. 

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But 'tis 

strange : 
And oftentimes to win us to our harm. 
The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 
Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 
In deepest consequence. — 
Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

Macb. [aside.] Two truths are told^' 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperii! theme. — I thank you, gen* 

tlemen.— 
[Aside.] This supernatural soliciting 
Cannot be ill, cannot be good : — if ill, 
Why hath it given me earnest of success. 
Commencing in a truth? I am thane of 

Cawdor : 
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8C. III. MACBETH, 17 

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 
Whose horrid image doth unfix tny hair, 
And make my seated heart knock at my ribs. 
Against the use of nature ? Present fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings : [tical, 
My thought, whose murder yet is but fantas* 
Shakes so my single state of man, that funo 

tion • 

Is smother'd in surmise : and nothing is 
But what is not. 
Ban, Look, how our partner*s rapt. 

Macb, [aside,'] If chance will have me 

king, why, chance may crown me, 
Without my stir. 

Ban. New honors come upon him, 

Like our strange garments, cleave not to 

their mould 
But with the aid of use. 

Macb. [aside.'] Come what come mav, 

Time and the hour runs through the rough- 
est day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your 

leisure. 
Macb. Give me your favor : — [gotten. 
My dull brain was wrought with things for- 
Kmd gentlemen, your pains are registered 
Where every day I turn the leaf to read 

them. — 
Let us toward the king. — 
\_To Ban.1 Think upon what hath chanced 5 

and, at more time. 
The interim having weighed it, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other. 
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18 MACBETH, act i. 

Ban. Very gladly 

Macb. Till then, enough. — Come, friends. 

\Exeunt, 



SCENE IV.— Forres. A Rwftn in the 
Palace. 

Fhurisk. Enter DiTncan, Malcolm, Donalbain 
Lenox and Attendants. 

Dun* Is execution done on Cawdor ? Are 
not 
Those in commission yet returned ? 

Mai. My liege, 

They are not yet come back. But I have 

spoke 
With one that saw him die : who did report, 
That very frankly he confessed his treasons ; 
Implorea your highness' pardon ; and set 

forth, 
A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
Became him like the leaving it ; he died 
As one that had been studied in his death, 
To throw away the dearest thing he owed. 
As *twere a careless trifle. 

Dun. There's no art 

To find the mind's construction in the face : 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust. — 

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Rossb, mnd Angus. 
O, worthiest cousin I 
The sin of my ingratitude even now 
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8C. TV. MACBETH, 19 

Was heavy on me : thou art so |ar before, 
That sidf lest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee. 'Would thou hadst less 
deserved : fmeBt 

That the proportion both of thanks asd pay- 
Might have been miite i .eaiy 1 have leit to 

say, 
Mofc^tlrv^ethan mote than all can pay. 
Macb. The service and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays itself. Your highness* part 
Is to receive our duties : and our duties 
Are, to your throne and state, children and 
servants ; Feverything 

Which do but what they should, by doing 
Safe toward your love and honor. 

Dun, Welcome hither : 

I have begun to plant thee, and will labor 
To make thee full of growing. — Noble Ban- 
quo, [known 
That hast no less deserved, nor must be 
No less to have done so, let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban, There if I grow, 

The harvest is your own. 

Dun. Mv plenteous joys, 

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves " 
In dr<^s of sorrow. — Sons, kinsmen, thanes. 
And you whose places are the nearest, know, 
We will establish our estate upon [after 

Our eldest, Malcolm ; whom we name here- 
The prince of Cumberland : which honor 

must 
Not, unaccompanied, invest him only, 
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But signs (9f nobleness, like stars, shall shine 
On all deservers. — From hence to Inverness, 
And bind us further to you. 
Macb, The rest is latior, which is not used 
for you : 
Pll be m^rself the harbinger, and make joyful 
The hearing of my wife with your approach ; 
So humbly take my leave. 
Dun, My worthy Cawdor I 

Macd. [aside,'] The prmce of Cumber- 
land ! — That is a step 
On which I must fall down, or else o*er-leap. 
For in mjr way it lies. Stars, hide your fires ! 
Let not light see my black and deep desires : 
The eye wink at the hand ! jet let that be. 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. 

[Exit, 

Dun, True, worthy Banquo ; he is full so 
valiant ; 

And in his commendations I am fed ; 

It is a banquet to me. Let's after him. 

Whose care is gone before to bid us wel- 
come: 

It is a peerless kinsman. [Flourish, Exeunt, 

SCENE v.— Inverness. A Room in Mac- 
bethV Castle. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a Utter. 

Lady M. 

They met me in the day of success : and I have 

^«rned by the perfectest report, they have more in them 

"41 mortal knowledge, when I burned in desire to 
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question them further, they made themselves air, into 
which they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in the won- 
der of it, came missives from the king, who all-hailed 
me, Thane of Cawdor ; by which title, before, these 
weird sisters saluted me, and referred me to the coming 
on of time, with, Hai/j king that shalt be ! This have I 
thought good to deliver thee, my dearest partner of 
^eatness ; that thou mightest not lose the dues of re* 
picing, by being ignorant of what greatness is promised 
thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farewell. 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be 
What thou art promised : — yet do I fear thy 

nature ; 
It is too full o' the milk of human kindness, 
To catch the nearest way. Thou wouldst be 

great; 
Art not without ambition ; but without 
The illness should attend it. What thou 

wouldst highly, [false, 

That wouldst thou holily ; wouldst not play 
And yet wouldst wrongly win : thou*dst have, 

great Glamis, \thou have it : 

That which cries, Thus thou must do, if 
And that which rather thou dost fear to doy 
Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee 

hither, 
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear ; 
And chastise with the valor of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round, 
Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 
To have thee crownM withal. — 
Enter an Attendant. 

What is your tidings f 
Atten. The king comes here to-night. 
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Lady M, ThoiiVt mad to say it : 

Is not thy master with him ? who, were't so, 
Would have informed for preparation. 
Atten. So please you, it is true ; our thane 

is coming : 
One of my fellows had the speed of him ; 
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely 

more 
Than would make up his message. 

Lady M* Give him tending, 

He bnngs great news. \Exit Attendant 

The raven himself is hoarse 
That croaks the fatal ent(e)rance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Come, you spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me 

here ; [full 

And fill me, from the crown to the toe, top- 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood. 
Stop up the access and passage to remorse ; 
That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace be* 

tween [breasts, 

The effect, and it ! Come to my 'Woman's 
And take my milk for gall, you murdering 

ministers. 
Wherever in your sightless substances 
You wait on nature's mischief ! Come, thick 

night. 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell ! 
That my keen knife see not the wound it 

makes ; dark. 

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the 
To cry. Hold, hold!-- 
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Enter Macbeth. 

Great Glamis, worthy Cawdor 1 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 
Thy letters have transported mc beyond 
This ignorant present, and I feel now 
The future in the instant. 

Macb, My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady M. And when goes hence ? 

Macb, To-morrow, — as he purposes. 

Lady M, O, never 

Shall sun that morrow see ! 
Your face, my thane, is as a book, where mea 
May read strange matters : — to beguile the 
time, ^ [eye. 

Look like the time ; bear welcome in your 
Your hand, your tongue : look like the inno- 
cent flower, [ing 
But be the serpent under it He that's coin- 
Must be provided for : and you shall put 
This night's great business mto my dispatch j 
Which shall to all our nights and days to 

come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Macb, We will speak further. 

Lady M. Only look up clear ; 

To alter favor ever is to fear : 
Leave all the rest to me. \ExtMmtk 
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24 MACBETH, act i; 

^Z^Y\'E. Vl.—The same. Before the Castle. 
Hautboys, Servants ^ Macbeth attending. 

Enter Duncan, Malcolm, Donalbain, Banquo, 
Lenox, Macduff, Rosse, Angus, a»t/ Attendants. 

Dun. This castle hath a pleasant seat ; the 
air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban, This guest of summer, 

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve, 
By his loved mansionry, that the heaven's 

breath 
Smells wooingly here : no jutty, frieze, 
Buttress, nor coigne of vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendent bed, and procreant 
cradle : [observed, 

Where they most breed and haunt, I have 
The air is delicate. 

F.nter'LKT>\ Macbeth. 

Dun, See, see ! our honor'd hostess ! 

The love that follows us sometime is our 

trouble, [you. 

Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach 
How you shall bid God-yield us for your 

pains. 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady M, All our service 

In every point twice done, and then done 

double. 
Were poor and single business, to contend 
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Against those honors deep and broad, where, 
with [old, 

Youfhnajesty loads our house : for those of 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 
We rest your hermits. 

Dun. Where's the thane of Cawdor ? 

We coursed him at the heels, and had a pur- 
pose 
To be his purveyor : but he rides well ; 
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath 
holp him [less. 

To his home before us. Fair and noble hos- 
We are your guest to-night. 

Lady M, Your servants ever 

Have theirs, then^elves, and what is theirs, 
in compt, [ure. 

To make their audit at your highness' pleas- 
Still to return your own. 

Dun. Give me your hand : 

Conduct me to mine host : we love him highly. 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 
By vour leave, hostess. {Exeunt, 



SCENE Vll.—The same. A Room in thg 
Castle. 

Jfauiboys and torches. Enter, and pass over the siage^ 
a Sewer, and divers Servants with dishes and service. 

Then enter Macbeth. 

Maci». If it were done, when 'tis done, then 
'twere well 
It were done quickly : if the assassinatioa 
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Could trammel up the consequence, and catch. 
With his surcease, success ; that but this 

blow • 

Might be the be-all and the end-all here, 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, — 
We'd jump the life to come. — But in these 

cases, [teach 

We still have judgment here ; that we but * 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, re- 
turn [justice 
To plague the inventor: this even-handed 
Commends the ingredients of our poison'd 

chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double trust : 
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, 
Strong both against the deed ; then, as his 

host, [door, 

Who should against his murderer shut the 
Not bear the Icnife myself. Besides, this 

Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, 

against 
The deep damnation of his takine-off : 
And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 
Stridmg the blast, or heaven's cherubim, 

horsed 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air. 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye. 
That tears shall drown the wind. — I have no 

spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
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Vaulting ambition, which overleaps itself 
And falk on the other. — 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

How now, what news ? 
Lady M. He has almost supp'd. Why 

have you left the chamber ? 
Afacb. Hath he ask'd for me ? 
Lady M Know you not he has ? 

Macb. We will proceed no further in this 
business : [bought 

He hath honored me of late; and I have 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people, 
Which would be worn now in their newest 

gloss, 
Not cast aside so soon. 

iMdy M, Was the hope drunk, 

Wherein you dress 'd yourself ? hath it slept 

since ? 
And wakes it now to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely ? From this time, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valor. 
As thou art in desire } Wouldst thou have 

that 
Which thou esteem' st the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own esteem; 
Letting I dare not wait upon I would^ 
Like the poor cat i' the adage ? 

Macb, Pr'ythee,|>eace : 

I dare do all that ma^ become a inanr 
Who dares do more, is none. / 
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Lady M, What beast was't then. 

That made you break this enterprise to me ? 
When you durst do it, then you were a man ; 
And, to be more than what you were, you 

would [place^ 

Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make 

both : [fitness now 

They have made themselves, and that their 
Does unmake you. I have given suck ; and 

know [me ; 

How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks 
I would, while it was smiling in my face, 
Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneless 

gums. 
And dash'd the brains out, had I so sworn, 
As you have done to this. 

Macb. If we should fail, 

Lady M. We fail 

But screw your courage to the sticking place. 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep, 
(Whereto the rather shall his day's hard 

journey 
Soundly invite him,) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassel so convince, 
That memory, the warder of the brain, 
3hall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck only : when in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death. 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon 
His spongy officers ; who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ?^ 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



SC. I. MACBETH. 29 

Macb. Bring forth men-children only, 
For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be received, 
When we have marked with blood those 
sleepy two [gers. 

Of his own chamber, and used their very dag- 
That they have done't ? 

Lady Af, Who dares receive it other, 

As we shall make our griefs and clamor roar 
Upon his death ? 

Macb» I am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away, and mock the time with fairest show : 
False face must hide what the false heart 
doth know. \Exeuni 



ACT II. 

SCENE \,-^The same. Court within the 
Castle, 

Enter Banquo and Fleancb, and a Senrant wUh a 
torch before them, 

Banquo, 
|OW goes the night, boy? 

Fie, The moon is down; I have 

not heard the clock. 
Ban. And she goes down at twelve. 
Fie, I take't, 'tis later, sir. 

Ban. Hold, take my sword. — There's hus* 
bandry in heaven^ 
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Their cand^esi are all out. — T?Ve tiiee that tea 
A heavy summons lies lik« Head upon me, 
And yet I would not sleep. Merciful powers ! 
Restrain in me the curs^J thoughts that 

nature 
Gives way to in repose ! — Give me my sword; 

Enter Macbeth, and a Servant with a torch. 

Whose there ? 

Macb, A friend. 

Ban. What, sir, not yet at rest ? The king's 
a-bed : 
He hath been in uausual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your offices : 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut 

up 
In measureless content. 

Macb* Being unprepared, 

Our will became the servant to defect ; 
Which else should free have wrought. 

Ban. All's well. 

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters : 
To you they have show'd some truth. 

Macb. I think not of them ; 

Vet, when we can entreat an hour to serve. 
We would spend it in some words upon that 

business. 
If you would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kindest leisure. 

Macb. If you shall cleave to my consent,— 
when 'tis. 
It sha3j make honor for you. 
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Ban. So I lose none. 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom francnised, and allegiance clear^ 
I shall be counselled. 
Macb, Good repose, the while \ 

Ban, Thanks, sir ; the like to you ! 

\Exeunt Banquo and Flbancb. 
Macb. Go, bid thy mistress, when my 
drink is ready, 
She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed.-^ 

\Exit Servant. 
Is this a dagger which I see before me, 
The handle toward my hand ? Come, let me 

clutch thee : 
I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 
Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling, as to sight.? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind, a false creation. 
Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain ? 
I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw. 
Thou marshall'st me the way that I was goings 
And such an instrument I was to use. 
Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other 

senses. 
Or else worth all the rest : I see thee still ; 
And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of 
blooa, [thing. 

Which was not so before.— There's no such 
It is the bloody business which informs 
Thus to mine eyes.— Now o'er the one half 

world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
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The curtained sleep : witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings ; and withered murder, 
Alarum'd by bis sentinel, the wolf, 
Whose howl's his watch, thus with his 

stealthy pace, [design 

With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his 
Moves like a ghost.— Thou sure and firm-set 
„ earth, [fear 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for 
Thy very stones prate of my where-about, 
And take the present horror from the time. 
Which now suits with it.— Whiles I threat he 

lives : [gives. 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath 

\A bell rings, 

I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan ; for it is a knell 
That summons thee to heaven, or to heU. 

\RxU, 

SCENE ll.^Thesame. 
Enter Lady Macbeth. 
Lady M. That which hath made them 
xin. r^^^ ^^^^ ^^^^ n^e bold : 
What hath quench'd them hath riven me 
fire.— Hark! Peace! 

Jxr^-^u *^^ ^"^^ *^^* shrieked, the fatal bellman 
Which gives the stem'st good-night. He is 

about it : 
The doors are open ; and the surfeited groomf 
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Do mock their charge with snores ; I have 
dnieg'd their possets, [them, 

That death and nature do contend about 

Whether the^ live, or die. 
Macb, \wttkinJ\ Who's there ? — what, ho ! 
Lady M. Alack! I am afraid they have 
awaked, [deed, 

And 'tis not done : — the attempt, and not the 

Confounds us. — Hark I — I laid their daggers 
ready, [sembled 

He could not miss them. Had he not re* 

My father as he slept I had done't — My hus- 
band! 

Enter BIacbbth. 

Macb, I have done the deed. — Didst thou 

not hear a noise ? 
Lady M, I heard the owl scream, and the 
crickets cry. 
Did not you spealc ? 
Macb, When? 

Lady M, Now. 

Macb, As I descended? 

Lady M, Ay. 
Macb, Hark!— 
Who lies i' the second chamber ? 
Lady M, Donalbain. 

Macb. This is a sorry sight 

]jLooking on his hands. 
Lady M. A foolish thought to say a sorry 

sight. 
Macb. There's one did laugh in his sleepy 
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And one cried Murder / that they did wake 
each other ; [their prayers, 

I stood and heard them : but they did say 
And addressed them again to sleep. 
Lady M, There are two lodged together. 
Macb. One cried, God bless us/ ^ndAmen^ 
the other ; [hands. 

As they had seen me, with these hangman's 
Listening their fear, I could not say. Amen, 
When they did say, God bless us. 
Lady M. Consider it not so deeply. 

Macb, But wherefore could not I pronouce, 
Amen f 
I had most need of blessing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat 
Lady M. These deeds must not be 
thought 
After these ways ; so, it will make us mad. 
Macb, Methought, I heard a voice cry. 
Sleep no more J 
Macbeth does murder sleeps the innocent 
sleep; [care. 

Sleep, that knits up the ravelPd sleave of 
The death of each day^s life, sore labor's bath. 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature^ s second 

course. 
Chief nouris her in life'' s feast. 
Lady M, What do you mean ? 

Macb, Still it cried, Sleep no more / to all 
the house : [Cawdor 

Glamis hath murdered sleep : and therefore 
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no 
more/ 
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Lady M. Who was it that thus cried ? 
Why, worthy thane, 

You do unbend your noble strength, to think 

So brainsickly of things.—Go, get some wa- 
ter, [hand.-^ 

And wash this filthy witness from youi 

Why did you bring these daggers from the 
place ? [smear 

They must lie there : go, carry them ; and 

The sleepy grooms with blood. 
Macb, ru go no more : 

1 am afraid to think what I have done ; 

Look on't again I dare not. 
Lady M. Infirm of purpose ! 

Give me the daggers : the sleeping, and the 
dead, 

Are but as pictures : 'tis the eye of childhood 

That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 

ril gild the faces of the grooms withal. 

For it must seem their guilt. 

\ExU, Knocking within, 

Macb, Whence is that knocking ? 

How is't with me, when every noise appals 

me ? [mine eyes ! 

What hands are here ? Ha ! they pluck out 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this 

blood [will rather 

Clean from my hand ? No ; this my hand 
The multitudinous seas incarnadine, 
Making the green — one red. 
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Re-4nter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. My hands are of your color ; bol 

I shame [a knocking 

To wear a heart so white. — [KnockJ] I hear 
At the south entry : — ^retire we to our cham* 

ber: 
A little water clears us of this deed : 
How easy is it then ! Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended. — {Knocking,'\ 

Hark I more knocking : 
Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us. 
And show us to be watchers : — be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 
Macb, To know my deed, 'twere best not 

know myself. \KnocK 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking ; I would 

thou couldst ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE llL^TA^same. 
Enter a Porter. 

[Knocking within. 
Porter. Here's a knocking, indeed ! If a 
man were porter of hell-^te, he should have 
old turning the key. — [Knocking,1 Knock, 
knock, knock ! Who's there, i' tne name of 
Belzebub? Here's a farmer, that hanged 
himself on the expectation of plenty. Come 
in lime ; have napkins enow about you ; here 
vou'U sweat for't. — [Knocking.'] Knock, 
Knock! Who's there, i' the other devil's 
name? Taith, here's an equivocator, that 
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could swear in both the scales ag^nst either 
scale; who committed treason enough for 
God's sake, yet could not equivocate to hea- 
ven : O, come in, equivocator.— [A'^^/ti)/^. J 
Knock, knock, knock ! Who's there ? 'Faith, 
here's an English tailor come hither, for 
stealing out of a French hose. Come in, 
tailor; here you may roast your goose. — 
[Knockin^J] Knock, knock ! Never at quiet I 
What are you ? — But this place is too cold 
for hell, ril devil-porter it no further : I had 
thought to have let in some of all profes- 
sions, that go the primrose way to the ever- 
lasting bonfire. — [Knocking.^ Anon, anon; 
I pray you, remember the porter. 

{P/>ens the gate. 

Enter Macduff am/ Lenox. 

Macd, Was it so late, friend, ere you went 
to bed, 
That you do lie so late ? 

Porter, 'Faith, sir, we were carousing till 
the second cock : and drink, sir, is a great 
provoker of three things. 

^Macd, What three things does drink es- 
pecially provoke ? 

Porter, Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep, 
and urine. Lechery, sir, it provokes, and un- 
provokes : it provokes the desire, but it takes 
away the performance : therefore, much drink 
may be said to be an equivocator with lech- 
ery : it makes him, and it mars him ; it sets 
bim on, and it takes him ofiE ; it persuades 
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him, and disheartens him ; makes him stand 
to, and not stand to : in conclusion, equivo- 
cates him in a sleep, and, giving him the lie, 
leaves him. 

Macd, I believe, drink gave thee the lie 
last night. 

Porter, That it did, sir, i' the very throat 
o' me : but I requited him for his lie ; and, I 
think, being too strong for him, though he 
took up my legs sometime, yet I made a shift 
to cast him. 

Macd, Is thy master stirring? — 
Our knocking has awaked him; here he 
comes. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Len. Good-morrow, noble sir ! 

Macb. Good-morrow, both ! 

Mctcd. Is the king stirring, worthy thane ? 

Macb, Not yet, 

Macd. He did command me to call timely 
on him ; 
I have almost slipp'd the hour. 

Macb, ni bring you to him. 

Macd, I know this is a jo)rful trouble fo 
you: 
But yet 'tis one. 

Macb, The labor we delight in physics 
pain. 
This is the door. 

Macd, ril make so bold to call. 

For 'tis my limited service. [E*«fc 

Len, Goes the king hence to-day ? 
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Macb. He does : — he did appoint so. 

Len. The night has been unruly : where 

we lay, [say, 

Our chimneys were blown down : and, as they 

Lamen tings heard i' the air ; strange screams 

of death : 
And, prophesying with accents terrible 
Of dire combustion and confused events, 
New hatched to the woful time, 
The obscure bird clamored the live-long 
night : [shake. 

Some say the earth was feverous, and did 
Macb, 'Twas a rough night. 
Len, My young remembrance cannot parak 
lei 
A fellow to it 

Re-enter Macduff. 
Macd. O horror ! horror ! horror ! 
Tongue, nor heart, cannot conceive, nor name 
thee ! 
Mdcb.j Lett. What's the matter ? 
Macd. Confusion now hath made his mas* 
terpiece ! 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o' the building. 

Macb. What is't yon say ? the life ? 

Lett. Mean you his majesty ? 

Macd, Approach the chamber, and destroy 

your sight 

With a new Gorgon.— -Do not bid me speak; 

See, and then speak yourselves. — Awake ! 

awake ! — \Exeunt Macbeth and LsNor 
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Ring the alarum bell. — Murder ! and treason f 
Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake 1 
Shake o£E this downy sleep, death's counter- 
feit, 
And look on death itself ! — up, up, and see 
The great doom's image ! — Malcolm ! Ban- 
quo ! [sprites, 
As from your graves rise up, and walk like 
To countenance this horror ! Ring the bell. 

\BeU rings. 
Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. What's the business, 
That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley 
The sleepers of the house ? speak, speak ! 

Macd, • O, gentle lady, 

'Tis not for you 4o hear what I can speak : 
The repetition, in a woman's ear, 
Would murder as it fell. — 

Enter Banquo. 

Banquo ! Banquo ! our royal master's mur- 

der'd! 

Lady M, Woe, alas ! what, in our house ? 

Ban, Too cruel, anvwhere. 

Dear Duff, I pr'ythee contradict thyself, 
And say, it is not so. 

Re-enter Macbeth and Lenox. 

Macb. Had I but died an hour before this 
chance, [stant, 

1 had lived a blessed time ; for, from this in- 
There's nothing serious in mortality : 

All is but toys : renown, and grace, is dead \ 
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The wine of life is drawn, and the mere leea 
Is left this fault to brag of. 

Ent«r Malcolm and Donalbain. 

Don. What is amiss ? 
Macb. You are, and do not know% 

The spring, the head : the fountain of your 

blood 
Is stopped ; the very source of it is stopped. 
Macd. Your royal father's murder'd. 
MaL O, by whom ? 

Len. Those of his chamber, as it seem'd, 
had done't: 
Their hands and faces were all badged with 
blood, [found 

So were their daggers, which, unwiped, we 
Upon their pillows : 
They starea, and were distracted ; no man's 

life 
Was to be trusted with them. 

Macb, O, yet I do repent me of my fury. 
That I did kill them. 
Macd, Wherefore did you so ? 

Macb, Who can be wise, amazed, temper* 
ate, and furious. 
Loyal, and neutral, in a moment? No man : 
The expedition of my violent love [can, 

Outran the pauser reason. — Here lay Dun- 
His silver skin laced with his golden blood ; 
And his gash'd stabs looked like a breach in 
nature [derers, 

For ruin's wasteful entrance : there, the mur 
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Steep'd in the colors of their trade, their d^ 
gers [refrain 

Unmannerly breech 'd with gore : who could 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage to make his love known ? 

Lady M, Help me hence, ho ! 

Macd, Look to the lady. 

MaL Why do we hold our tongues, 

That most may claim this argument for ours ? 

Don, What should be spoken here. 
Where our fate, hid in an augur-hole, [tears 
May rush, and seize us ? Let's away, our 
Are not yet brew'd. 

MaL Nor our strong sorrow 

Upon the foot of motion. 

Ban, Look to the lady :■—» 

[Lady Macbeth is carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid. 
That suffer in exposure, let us meet, 
And question this'most bloody piece of work 
To know it further. Fears and scruples 
shake us : [thence 

In the great hand of God I stand ; and, 
Against the undivulged pretence I fight 
O? treasonous malice. 

Macd, And so do L 

All. So all 

Ma£b, Let's briefly put on manly readiness, 
And meet i' the hall together. 

All, Well contented. 

\Bxeunt all but Malcolm and Donalbain. 

Mai, What will you do ? Let's not consort 
with them : - 
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To show an unfelt sorrow !s an office [land. 

Which the false man does easy : ni to £ng« 

Don, To Ireland, I ; our separated for* 

tune 
Shall keep us both the safer : where we are, 
There's daggers in men's smiles : the near in 

blood, 
The nearer bloody. 

MaL This murderous shaft that's shot 
Hath not yet lighted ; and our safest way 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse ; 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But shift away : there's warrant in that theft 
Which steals itself, when there's no mercy 

left. \BxeunU 

SCENE \V. —Without the Castle. 

Enter RosSB and an old Man. 

Old M, Threescore and ten I can remem- 
ber well : 

Within the volume of which time, I have seen 

Hours dreadful, and things strange ; but this 
sore night 

Hath trifled former knowings. 
Rosse, Ah, good father, 

Thou see'st, the heavens, as troubled with 
man's act, [day, 

Threaten his bloody stage : by the clock, 'tis 

And yet dark night strangles the travelling 
lamp: 

It's night's predominance, or the day's shamr 
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That darkness does the face of earth Intomb^ 
When living light should kiss it ? 

Old M. 'Tis unnatural, 

Even like the deed that's done. On Tuesday 

last, 
A falcon, towering in her pride of place, 
Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at and kill'd. 
Rosse, And Duncan's horses, (a thing most 
strange and certain,) 
Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, 

flung out. 

Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would 

Make war with mankind. 

Old M. *Tis said, they eat each other. 

Rosse, They did so ; to the amazement of 

mine eyes, [Macduff i-^ 

That look'd upon't. Here comes the good 

Enter Macduff. 

How goes the world, sir, now ? 

Macd, Why, see you not ? 

Eosse, Is*t known who did this more than 
bloody deed ? 

Macd, Those that Macbeth hath slain. 

Rosse. Alas, the day I 

What good could they pretend ? 

Macd. They were subom'd : 

Malcolm, and Donalbain, the king's two sons, 
Are stolen away and fled ; which puts upon 

them 
Suspicion of the deed. 
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Rosse, 'Gainst nature still : 

Thriftless ambition, that wilt ravin up [like 
Thine own life's means 1 — Then *tis most 
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 

Macd' He is already named ; and gone to 
Scone 
To be invested. 

Rosse, Where is Duncan's body ? 

Macd, Carried to Colmes-kill ; 
The sacred storehouse of his predecessors, 
And guardian of their bones. 

Rosse, Will you to Scone t 

Macd, No, cousin, I'll to Fife. 

Rosse, Well, I will thither. 

Macd. Well, may you see things well done 
there : — adieu ! 
Lest our old robes sit easier than our new ! 

Rosse. Farewell, father. 

Old M, God's benison go with you, and 
with those 
That would make good of bad, and friends oi 

foes ! IBxeufU, 
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ACT III. 
SCENE I.— Forres. A Room in the Palac^ 

Enter Banquo. 

Banquo. 

ijHOU hast it now, King, Cawdor, 
Glamis, all, 
As the weird women promised; 
and I fear [said. 

Thou play*dst most foully f or*t : yet it was 
It should not stand in thy posterity ; 
But that myself should be the root, and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from 

them, 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good. 
May they not be mjr oracles as well, [more. 
And set me up m hope ? But hush ; no 

Smut sounded. Enter Macbeth, as King ; Lady 
Macbeth as Queen; Lenox, Rosse, Lords, 
Ladies, and Attendants. 

Macb, Here's our chief guest. 

Lady M, If he had been forgotten 

It had been as a gap in our great feast. 
And all-thing unbecominsr. 

Macb^ To-night we hoFd a solemn supper, 
sir, 
And ril request your presence. 
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Ban. Let your highness 

Command upon me ; to the which, n^ duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit 
MacL Ride you this afternoon? 
Ban, Ay, n^ ^ood lord. 

Macb, We should have else desired your 
good advice [perous) 

(Which still hath been both grave and pros- 
In this day's council ; but we*ll take to-mor- 
row. 
ls*t far you ride ? 
Ban, As far, my lord, as will fill up the 
time [the better^ 

Twixt. this and supper : go not mv horse 
I must become a borrower of the night, 
For a dark hour, or twain. 
Macb, Fail not our feast 

Ban, lliv lord, I will not 
Macb, We hear, our bloody cousins are 
bestow'd 
In England, and in Ireland; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With strange invention. But of that to- 
morrow ; [state> 
When, therewithal, we shall have cause of 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : adieu^ 
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with 
you ? 
Ban, Ay, my good lord: our time doe^ 

call upon us. 
Macb, I wish your horses swift and sure 
of foot; 
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And so I do commend you to their backs. 
Farewell. \Exit Banquo 

Let every man be master of his time 
Till seven at night ; to make society 
The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 
Till supper-time alone : while then, God be 
with you. 

\ExeufU Lady Macbeth, Lords, Ladies, b*c* 
Sirrah, a word with you ; attend those men 
our pleasure ? 
Attend, They are, my lord, without the 

palace gate. 
Macb. Bring them before us. — \Exit At- 
tend.] To be thus is nothing, 
But to be safely thus. — Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep ; and in his royalty of nature 
Reigns that which would be f ear*d : *tis much 

he dares ; 
And, to that dauntless temper of his mind, 
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valor 
To act in safety. There is none but he 
Whose being I do fear : and under him 
My genius is rebuked ; as, it is said, 
Mark Antony's was by Caesar. He chid the 
sisters, [me, 

When first they put the name of king upon 
And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet- 
like, 
They haiPd him father to a line of kings : 
Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown. 
And put a barren sceptre in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench 'd with an unlineal hand, 
No son of mine succeeding. If it be so. 
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For Banquo's issue have I *filed my mind ; 
For them the gracious Duncan have I mur- 

der'd : 
Put rancors in the vessel of my peace, 
Only for them ; and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man, 
To make them kings, the seed of Banquo 

kings ! 
Rather than so, come, fate, into the list. 
And champion me to the utterance ! — Who's 

there ?— 

Re-^nUr Attendant, with two Murderers. 
Now go to the door, and stay there till we 
call. [Exit Attendant. 

Was it not yesterday we spoke together ? 
I Mur, It was, so please your highness. 
Macb, Well then, bow 

Have you considered of my speeches ? Know, 
That it was he, in the times past, which held 
vou [been 

So under fortune ; which, you thought, had 
Our innocent self : this I made good to you 
In our last conference ; passed m probation 
with you, [the instruments ; 

How you were borne in hand ; how crossed ; 
Who wrought with them, and all things else, 

that might. 
To half a soul, and to a notion crazed. 
Say, Thus did Banquo. 

I Mur, You made it known to us. 

Macb. I did so ; and went further, which 
is now 
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(5ur point of second meeting. Do you find 
Your patience so predominant in your nature, 
That you can let this go ? Are you so gos* 

pelPd, 
To pray for this good man, and for his issue. 
Whose heavy hand hath bow'd you to the 

grave, 
And beggared yours for ever? 

1 Mur, We are men, my liege. 
Macb, Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men ; 

As hounds, and greyhounds, mongrels," 
spaniels, curs, [cTeped 

Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are 
All by the name of dogs : the valued file 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle, 
The housekeeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath in him closed; whereby he does re- 
ceive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike : and so of men. 
Now, if you have a station in the file. 
Not in the worst rank of manhood, say it ; 
And I will put that business in your bosoms 
Whose execution takes your enemy off ; 
Grapples you to the heart and love of us. 
Who wear our health but sickly in his life, 
Which in his death were perfect. 

2 Mur, I am one, my lieee. 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the 

world 
Have so incensed, that I am reckless what 
I do, to spite the world. 
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1 Mur. And I another, 

So weary with disasters, tugg'd with fortune^ 
That I would set m^ life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be nd on*t 

Macb, Both of you 

Know, Banquo was your enemy. 

2 Mur, True, mv lord. 
Macb. So is he mine ; and in such bloody 

distance, 
That every minute *of his being thrust [could 
A^inst my near'st of life : and though I 
With bare*faced power sweep him from my 

sight, 
And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not. 
For certain friends that are both his and 

mine, [fall 

Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his. 
Whom I myself struck down : and thence it 

is 
That I to your assistance do make love; 
Masking the business from the common eye^ 
For sundry weighty reasons. 

2 Mur, We shall, my lord. 

Perform what you command us. 

I Mur. Though our lives — 

Macb. Your spirits shine through you. 

Within this hour, at most, 
I will advise you where to plant yourselves : 
Acquaint you with the perfect spy o' the 

time, [night. 

The moment on't; for't must be done to* 
And something from the palace; always- 
thought 
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That I require a clearness : and with him, 
^^To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work,) 
Fleance his son, that keeps him company, 
Whose absence is no less material to me 
Than is his father's, must embrace the fate 
*Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselvei 

apart; 
ni come to you anon. 

Both Mur, We are resolved, my lord. 

Macb, m call upon ybu straight; abide 
within. 
Jt is concluded : — Banquo, thy souPs flight. 
If it find heaven must find it out to-night. 



1SCENE \\,—The same. Another Room in 
the Palace, 

Enter Lady Macbeth and a Servant 

Lady Af, Is Banquo gone from court ? 

Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to» 
night 

Lady M. Say to the king, I would attend 
his leisure 
iFor a few words. 

Serv, Madam, I will. Exit 

Lady M. Nought's had, all's spent 

"Where our desire is got without content : 
^Tis safer to be that which we destrov, 
"Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 
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Enter Macbeth. 
How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone,. 
Of sorriest fancies your companions making ? 
Using those thoughts which should indeed 

have died [all remedy^ 

With them they think on ? Things without 
Should be without regard: what's done is 

done. 
Macb. We have scotched the snake, not 

kiirdit; [malice- 

Shell close, and be herself ; whilst our poor 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
But let the frame of things disjoint, both the- 

worlds suffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams, 
That shake us nightly: better be with the^ 

dead, [peace,. 

Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to> 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstasv. Duncan is in his grave; 
After life's fitful fever he sleeps well ; 
Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor 

poison, 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 
Can touch him further ! 

Lady M, Come on ; [looksv 

Gentle my lord, sleek o'er your rugged) 
Be bright and jovial among your guests to- 
night 
Macb. So shall I, love ; and so, I pray, be 

you. 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo ; 
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Present him eminence, both with eye and 

tongue : 
Unsafe the while, that we [streams ; 

Must lave our honors in these flattering 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts, 
Disguising what they are. 
Lady M, You must leave this. 

Macb, O, full of scorpions is my mind, 

dear wife ! [lives. 

Thou know*st that Banquo, and his Fleance, 

Lady M, But in them Nature's copy's not 

eterne. 
Macb, There's comfort yet; they are as* 

sailable ; 
Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister'd flight; ere, to black Hecate's 

summons, [hums. 

The shard-borne beetle, with his drowsy 

Hath rung night's yawning peal. 

There shall be done a deed of dreadful note. 

Lady M, What's to be done ? 

Macb, Be innocent of the knowledge, 

dearest chuck, [jiight» 

Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day ; 
And, with thy bloody and invisible hand, 
Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which keeps me pale ! — Light thickens ; and 

the crow 
^akes wing to the rooky wood ; [drowse : 
Good things of day begin to droop and 
Whiles night's black agents to their prey da 

rouse. 

Digitized by\jOOgle 



ac. m. MACBETH. 5S 

Thou marvell'st at my words : but hold th«e 

still; 
Things bad begun make strong themselves 

by ill : 
So, pr'ythee, go with me. {Exeuni. 

SCENE \\\,— The same, A ParfcarLawn^ 
with a Gate leading to the Palace, 

Enter thru Murderers. 

1 Mur, Bui who did bid thee join with us? 
3 Mur, Macbeth. 

2 Mur, He needs not our mistrust ; since 

he delivers 
Our offices, and what we have to do. 
To the direction just. 

1 Mur. Then stand with us. 
The west yet gltn^mers with some streaks of 

day: 
Now spurs the lated traveller apace, 
To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches 
The subject of our watch. 

3 Mur. Hark ! I hear horses. 
Ban. [within.'] Give us a light there, ho ! 

2 Mur. Then 'tis he ; the rest 
|That are within the note of expectation, 
Already are i* the court. 

I Mur. His horses go about 

3 Mur. Almost a mile ; but he does usu« 

ally, 
So all men do, from hence to the palace gat« 
Make it their walk. 
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Enter BANguc and Flbancb, a Servant vnth a torch 
preceding them, 

a Mur, A light, a light ! 

3 Mur, 'Tis he. 

I Mur, Stand to't. 
Ban, It will be rain to-night. 
I Mur. Let it come down. 

\Assaults BANQua 
Ban, O, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, 
fly, fly, fly; 
Thou mayst revenge. — O slave ! 

[Dies. Fleance and Servant escape, 

3 Mur. Who did strike out the light ? 

1 Mur. Was't not the way f 
3 Mur, There's but one down j the son is 

fled. ' 

2 Mur, We have lost 
Best half of our affair. * 

\ Mur, WeU, let's away, and say how 
much is done. (Exeunt, 



SCENE IV.—A Room of state in the Palace. 
A Banquet prepared. 

Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Rosse, Lenox, 
Lords, and Attendants. 

Macb You know your own degrees, sit 
down : at first, 
And last, the Hearty welcome. 
Lords, Thanks to your majesty, 

Macb, Ourself will mingle with society, 
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And play the humble host \S\Tti<t^ 

Our hostess keeps her state ; but, in best 
We will require her welcome. 
Lady M, Pronounce it for me, sir, to all 
our friends ; 
For my heart speaks, they are welcome. 
Enter first Murderer, to the door. 

Macb. See, they encounter thee with their 
hearts' thanks : 
Both sides are even ; here Til sit i' the midst : 
Be large in mirth ; anon, well drink a meas- 
ure 
The table round.^ — [Approaching the door,] 
There's blood upon thy face. 
Mur, *Tis Banquo's then. 
Macd, 'Tis better thee without, than he 
within. 
Is he dispatched ? 
Mur. M)r lord, his throat is cut ; that I did 

for him. 
Macd, Thou art the best o* the cut-throats : 
yet he*s good, [it, 

That did the like for Fleance : if thou didst 
Thou art the nonpareil. 

Mur, Most royal sir, 

Fleance is 'scaped. 

Macd, Then comes my fit again: I had 
else been perfect ; 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock : 
As broad and general as the casing air : 
But now, I am cabin'd, cribb'd, confined* 
bound in 
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To saucy doubts and fears. But Banc^uo^ 
safe ? [he bides, 

Mur. Ay, my good lord : safe in a ditch 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head ; 
The least a death to nature. 

Macb. Thanks for that : 

There the grown serpent lies; the worm, 

that's fled, 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed ; 
No teeth for the present. — Get thee gone ; 

to-morrow 
We'll hear, ourselves, again. [^«^ Murderer. 

Lady M. My royal lord. 

You do not give the cheer ; the feast is sold 
That is not often vouch'd, while *tis a mak- 
ing, [at home ; 
•Tis given with welcome : to feed, were best 
From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony, 
Meetine were bare without it. 

Maco, Sweet remembrancer !— 

Now, good digestion wait on appetite. 
And health on both ! 

Lgn, May it please your highness sit ? 



BnUr thg Ghost </Banquo, and sits in Macbbth'# 

place. 

Macb, Here had we now our country's 
honor roofd, [ent ; 

Were the graced person of our Banauo pres* 
Who may I rather challenge for unkmdness 
Than pity for mischance ! 

Rosse. His absence, sifi 
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Lays blame upon his promise. Please it 

your highness 
To grace us with your royal company ? 
Macb, The table's full 
Len, Here is a place reserved, sir. 
Macb. Where ? 
Len. Here, my good lord. What 

is*t that moves your highness ? 
Macb. Which of you have done this ? 
Lords. What, my good lord ? 

Macb, Thou canst not say I did it : never 
shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 
Rosse. Gentlemen, rise ; his highness is 

not well. 
Lady M, Sit, worthy friends : — my lord is 
often thus, [keep seat ; 

And hath been from his youth ; *pray you 
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought 
He will again be well : if much you note him, 
You shall offend him, and extend his passion ; 
Feed, and regard him not. — Are you a man f 
Macb, Ay, and a bold one, that dare look 
on that 
Which might appal the devil. 

Lady M, O proper stufiE ! 

Thi^ is the very painting of your fear : 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, you said. 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws, and 

starts, 
(Imposters to true fear,) would well become 
A woman's story, at a winter's fire, 
Authdrized by her grandam. Shame itself ' 
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Why do you make such faces ? When all's 

done, 
You look but on a stool. 
Macb, Pr*ythee, see there ! behold ! look ! 
lo ! how say you ? [too. — 

Why, what care I ? If thou canst nod, speak 
If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Those that we bury, back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost disappears. 
Lady M, What ! quite unmanned in folly? 
Macb. If I stand here, I saw him. 
Lady M, Fie, for shame ! 

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i' 
the olden time, 
Ere human statute purged the gentle weal ; 
Ay, and since too, murders have been per- 
formed 
Too terrible for the ear : the times have been, 
That when the brains were out the man would 

die. 
And there an end : but now, they rise again, 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 
And push us from our stools : this is more 

strange 
Than such a murder is. 

iMdy M. My worthy lord, 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

Mctcb. I do forget :-^ 

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends ; 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and 
health to all ; [full :— 

Then Pll sit down. — Give me some wine, fill 
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Enter Ghost. 
I drink to the general joy of the whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we 
miss ; [thirst. 

Would he were herel to all, and him, W6 
And all to alL 

Lords* Our duties, and the pledge. 

Macb, Avaunt! and quit my sight! Let 
the earth hide thee ! 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 

Lxtdy M. Think of this, good peers. 

But as a thing of custom : 'tis no other ; 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Macb, What man dare, I dare : 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger ; 
Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : or, be alive again, 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword ; 
If trembling I inhabit then, protest me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow ! 

[Ghost disappears. 
Unreal mockery, hence !— Why, so 1— being 

gone, 
I am a man again. — Prav you, sit still. 

Lady M, You have dispjlaced the mirth, 
broke the good meeting, 
With most admired disorder. 

Macb, Can such things b«^ 

And overcome us like a summer's cloud, 
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Without our special wonder ? You make me 

strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, [sights, 
When now I think you can behold such 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine are blanched' with fear. 
Rosse, What sights, my lord ? 

Lady M, I pray you, speak not ; he grows 
worse and worse ; 
Question enrages him : at once, good night : — 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 

Len, Good night, and better health 

Attend his majesty ! 
Lady M. A kind good night to all ! 

[Exeunt Lords and Attendants* 
Afac^, It v;ill have blood ; they say, biood 
will have blood ; [to speak ; 

Stones have been known to move, and trees 
Augurs, and understood relations, have 
By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, 
brought forth [night ? 

The secret*st man of blood.— What is the 
Lady M, Almost at odds with morning, 
which is which. [his person, 

Macb, How say'st thou,that Macduff denies 
At our great bidding ? 
Lady M, Did you send to him, sir ? 

Macb, I hear it by the way; but I will 
send: 
There's not a one of them, but in his house 
I keep a servant feeM. I will to-morrow 
(And betimes I will) unto the weird sisters : 
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More shall they speak ; for now I am bent toe 
know, [own good,. 

By the worst means, the worst: for mine 
All causes shall give way ; I am in blood 
Stepp'd in so far, that, should I wade no 

more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o'er : 
Strange things I have in head, that will to 

hand; 
Which must be acted, ere they inay be scann>d. 
Lady M. You lack the season of all nat- 
ures, sleep. 
Macb. Come, we'U to sleep. My strange 
and self-abuse 
Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use : — 
We are yet but young in deed. {Exeunt. 



SCENE V.^The Heath. Thunder. 
Enter Hecatb, meeting the three Witches. 

I Witch, Why, how now, Hecate? you 

look angerly. 
Hec, Have I not reason, beldams as you 

are. 
Saucy, and over-bold ? How did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth, 
In riddles, and affairs of death ; 
And I, the mistress of your charms, 
The close contriver of all harms. 
Was never calPd to bear my part- 
Or show the glory of our art ? 
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And, which is worse, all you have done, 

Hath been but for a wa3rward son, 

Spiteful, and wrathful ; who, as others do^ 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now : get you gone, 

And at the pit of Acheron 

Meet me i' the morning ; thither he 

Will come to know his destiny. 

Your vessels, and your spells, provide* 

Your charms, and everjrthine beside : 

I am for the air ; this night rU spend 

Unto a dismal and a fat^ end. 

Great business must be wrought ere noon; 

Upon the corner of the moon 

There hangs a vaporous drop, profound; 

ril catch it ere it come to ground ; 

And that, distilPd by magic sleights, 

Shall raise such artificial sprites, 

As, by the strength of their illusion. 

Shall draw him on to his confusion : 

He shall spurn fate, seorn death, and bear 

His hopes 'bove wisdom, grace, and fear: 

And you all know, security 

Is mortal's chiefest enemy. 

Song. \wHhin.'\ Come away, come away, &c. 

Hark, I am calPd ; my little spirit, see. 
Sits in a foggy cloud, and stajrs for me. 

I Witch. Come, let's make haste : shell 
soon be back again. [^xmm» 
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SCENE VI.— Forres. A Roam in the 
Palace, 

Enter Lbnox and another Lord. 

Len. My former speeches have but hi 

your thoughts, 
Which can interpret farther : only, I say, 
Things have been strangely borne. The gra* 

cious Duncan [dead : — 

Was pitied of Macbeth, — marry, he was 
And the right-valiant Banquo walked too late : 
Whom, you may say, if 't please you, Fle- 

ance kill'd, [late ; 

For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too 
Who cannot want the thought, how mon- 
strous 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain, 
To kill their gracious father ? damned fact ! 
How it did grieve Macbeth! did he not 

straight, 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 
That were the slaves of drink, and thralls of 

sleep: [too; 

Was that not nobly done ? Ay, and wisely 
For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive 
To hear the men deny it. So that, I say. 
He has borne all things well : and I do tfiink, 
That, had he Duncan's sons under his kev, 
(As, an't please heaven, he shall not,) tney 

should find [ance. 

What 'twere to kill a father ; so should Flc^ 
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But, peace ! — for from broad words, and 

'cause he faiPd 
His presence at the tyrant's feast, I hear, 
MacdufE lives in disgrace : sir, can you tell 
Where he bestows himself ? 

Lord. The son of Duncan, 

From whom this tyrant holds the due of 

birth. 
Lives in the English court ; and is received 
Of the most pious Edward with such grace, 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high respect : thither Mac- 

dufiE 
Is gone to pray the holy king, upon his aid 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Si- 
ward : 
That, by the help of these, (with Him above 
To ratify the work,) we may again 
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights \ 
Free from our feasts and banquets bloody 
knives ; [ors ; — 

Do faithful homage, and receive free hon- 
AU which we pine for now : and this report 
Hath so exasperate the king, that he 
Prepares for some attempt of war. 
Lett, Sent he to Macduff ? 

Lord. He did : and with an absolute, Sir^ 
not I^ 
The cloudy messenger turns me his back. 
And hums ; as who should say. You* II rue 

the time 
That clogs me with this answer, 
Len, And that well might 
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Advise him to a caution, to hold what dis* 

tance 
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fl^ to the court of England, and untold 
His message ere he come ; that a swift bless- 
ing 
May soon return to this our suffering country 
Under a hand accursed ! 
Lord. ril send my prayers with him ! 

[Exeuut, 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— /I dark Cave, In the middle^ a 
Cauldron boiling* ThUnder. 

Enttr the three Witches. 

I Witch. 

IHRICE the brindled cat hath 
mew'd. 
2 Witch. Thrice ; and once the 
hedge-pig whined. 
3 Witch. Harpier cries : — 'tis time, 'tis 

time. 
I Witch. Round about the cauldron go; 
In the poison'd entrails throw. 
Toad, that under cold stone, 
DayS and nights hast thirty-one 
Swelter'd venom sleeping got, 
Boil thou first i' the charmed pot! 
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All Double, double toil and trouble ; 
Fire, bum ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

2 Witch, Fillet of a fenny snake, 

In the cauldron boil and bake : 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog, 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog. 
Adder's fork, and blind-worm's stingy 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing. 
For a charm of powerful trouble, 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 
AIL Double, double toil and trouble ; 
Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

3 Witch, Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf ; 

Witches' mummy ; maw, and gulf. 
Of the ravin'd salt-sea shark ; 
Root of hemlock, digg'd i' the dark \ 
Liver of blaspheming Jew ; 
Gall of goat, and slips of yew, 
Sliver'd in the moon's echpse ; 
Nose of Turk, and Tartar's lips ; 
Finger of birth-strangled babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd by a drab,^ — 
Make the gruel thick and slab ; 
Add thereto a tiger's chaudron, 
For the ingredients of our cauldron. 

AIL Double, double toil and trouble ; 
Fire, bum ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

a Witch, Cool it with a baboon's blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good. 

BnUr Hecate, to the cthtr tArge-WitditM, 

Hec, O, well done I I commend your paioti 
And every one shall share i' the gains» 
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And now about the cauldron sing, 
Like elves and fairies in a ring. 
Enchanting all that you put in. 

SONG. 

Black spirits and white, 

Red spirits and gray ? 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, 

You that mingle may. 

2 Witch, By the pricking of my thumbSi 
Something wicked this way comes : — 
Open, locks, whoever knocks. 
Enter Macbeth. 
Macb, How now, you secret, black, and 
midnight hags, 
What is*t you do ? 
AIL A deed without a name. 

Macb* I conjure you, by that which you 
profess, 
(However you come to know it,) answer me : 
Though you untie the winds, and let them 

Against the churches : though the yesty waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up ; 
Though bladed com be lodged, and trees 

blown down ; 
Though castles topple on their warders* heads; 
Though palaces, and pyramids, do slope 
Their heads to their foundations ; thoi^h tb« 

treasure 
Of nature's germins tumble all together, 
Even till destruction sicken, answer me 
To what I ask you. 
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1 Witcn. Speak. 

2 Witch, Demand. 

3 Witch. We'll answer. 
I Witch, Say, if thou'dst rather hear it from 

our mouths, 
Or from our masters' ? 

Macb, Call them, let me see them. 

I Witch, Pour in sow's blood, that hath 
eaten 
Her nine farrow ; grease, that's sweaten 
From the murderer's gibbet, throw 
Into the flame. 

All, Come, high, or low ; 

Thyself, and office, deftly show. 

. Thunder. An Apparition of an amud Head tins. 
Macb, Tell me, thou unknown power, — 
I Witch. He knows thy thought ; 

Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 
App, Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! be- 
ware Macduff ; 
Beware the thane of Fife. — Dismiss me :— 
enough. {^Descends. 

Macb, Whate'er thou art, for thy good cau« 
tion, thanks ; 
Thou hast harp'd my fear aright. — But one 
word more : — 
I Witch. He will not be commanded: 
here's another, 
More potent than the first. 
Thunder. An Apparition of a bloody Child rises. 
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth!,—' 
Mcicb. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. 
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App, Be bloody, bold, and resolute ; laugh 
to scorn 
The power of man, for none of woman bom 
Shall harm Macbeth. [Dtsetnds, 

Macb, Then live, Macduff. What need I 
fear of thee ? 
But yet Pll make assurance double sure, 
And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not live ; 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies. 
And sleep in spite of thunder. — What is this* 

Thunder. An Apparition of a Child crowned^ vnth 
a tree in his hand, rises. 

That rises like the issue of a king ; 

And wears upon his babv brow the round 

And top of sovereignty r 

AIL Listen, but speak not to't 

App, Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no 
care [are : 

Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers 
Macbeth shall never vanquished be, until 
Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. [Descends. 

Macb, That will never be ; 

Who can impress the forest ; bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root ? sweet bodements 

good! 
Rebellious head rise never, till the wood 
Of Birnam rise, and our high-placed Macbeth 
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortal custom.— Vet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing : tell me (if youf 
art 
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Can tell so rauch), shall Banquo's issue ever 
Keign in this kingdom ? 
AIL Seek to know no more. 

Macb, I will be satisfied : deny me this, 
And an eternal curse fall on you ! Let me 

know: — 
Why sinks that cauldron ? and what noise is 
this? [Hautboys. 

1 Witch, Show! 

2 Witch. Show I 

3 Witch. Show! 

All. Show his eyes and grieve his heart; 
Come like shadows, so depart 

Bight Kings appear ^ and pass over the stage in order ^ 
the last wfth a glass in his hand; Banquo /xA 
lewing. 

Macb, Thou art too like the spirit of Ban- 
quo ; down \ [thy hair. 
Thy crown does sear mine eyeballs : — and 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the 

first:— 
A third is like the former. — Filthy hags ! 
Why do you show me this ? — ^A fourth ! — 
Start, eyes I [of doom ? 

What ! will the line stretch out till the crack 
Another yet ? — A seventh ? — PU see no 

more : — 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass 
Which shows me many more; and some I 

see. 
That two-fold balls and treble sceptres carryr 
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Horrible sight ! — Now, I see, *tis true ; [mcj 
For the blood-bolter'd Baaquo smiles upon 
And points at them for his. — What, is this 

so? 
I Witch, Ay, sir, all this is so. — But why 
Stands Mdcbeth thus amazMly ? 
Come, sisters, cheer we up his apntes^ 
And show the best of our delights ; 
I'll charm the air to give a sound. 
While 3rou perform your antique round : 
That this great king may kindly say. 
Our duties did his welcome f>ay. 

\Music* The Witches dance^ and vanish, 
Macb. Where are they ? Gone ? — Let this 

pernicious hour 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar ! — 
Come in, without there ! 

Enter Lenox. 

Len. What's your grace's will ? 

Macb. Saw you the weird sisters 1 
Len, No, my lord, 

Mcu:b. Came they not by you ? 
Len, No, indeed, my lord. 

Macb, Infected be the air whereon they 
ride ; [did hear 

And damn'd all those that trust them ! — I 
The galloping of horse. Who was't came 
bv? 
Lifu 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring 
you word, 
Macduff is fled to England. 
Macb, Fled to England ? 
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Len. Ay, my good lord. 
Macb, Time, thou anticipat'st my dread 
exploits: 
The flighty purpose never is overtook, 
Unless the deed go with it : from this mo- 
ment, 
The very firstlings of my heart shall be 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now, 
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it 

thought and done : 
The castle of Macduff I will surprise ; 
Seize upon Fife; give to the edge o* the 

sword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace him in his line. No boasting like 

a fool ; 
This deed Pll do before this purpose cool: 
But no more sights ! — Where are these gen* 

tlemen ? 
Come, bring me where they are. \Bxeunt, 



SCENE II.— Fife. A Room in lli2iC6}}S^i 
Castle* 

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and Rossb. 

Z. Macd. What had he done to make him 

fly the land ? 
Rosse, You must have patience, madam. 
Z.. Mar//. He had none : 

His flight was madness. When our actions 

do not. 
Our fears do make us traitors. 
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Rosse, You know not 

Whether it was his wisdom, or his fear. 
Z. Macd, Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to 

leave his babes, 
His mansion, and his titles, in a place 
From whence himself does f]y ? He loves us 

not ; 
He wants the natural touch: for the poor 

wren, 
The most diminutive of birds, will fight, 
Her young ones in her liest, against the owl. 
Ail is the fear, and nothing is the love : 
As little is the wisdom, where the flight 
So runs against all reason. 

Rosse, My dearest coz, 

I pray you, school yourself. But, for your 

husband, 
He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows 
The fits o' the season. I dare not speak 

much further : 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, 
And do not know ourselves; when we hold 

rumor [fear ; 

From what we fear ; yet know not what we 
But float upon a wild and violent sea, [you : 
Each way, and move. — I take my leave of 
Shall not be long but V\\ be here again: 
Things at the worst will cease, or else climb 

upward [cousin, 

To what they were before. — My pretty 
Blessing upon you ! 
L. Maca. Fathered he is, and yet he's 

fatherless. 
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Rosse, I am so much a fool, should I stay 

longer, [fort : 

It would be my disgrace, and your dfscom- 

I take my leave at once. \fixit 

L. Macd, Sirrah, your father's dead ; 
And what will you do now ? How will you 
live ? 
Son, As birds do, mother. 
L. Macd. What, with worms and flies ? 
Son, With what I get, I mean ; and so do 

they. 
L, Macd, Poor bird ! thou'dst never feair 
the net, nor lime. 
The pitfall, nor the gin. 
Son, Why should I, mother ? Poor birds 
they are not set for. 
My father is not dead; for all your saying. 
L, Macd, Yes, he is dead , how wilt thou 

do for a father ? 
Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband ? 
Z. Macd, Why, I can buy me twenty at 

any market. 
Son, Then you'll buy 'em to sell again. 
L, Macd' Thou speak'st with all thy wit ; 
and yet, i' faith, 
With wit enough for thee. 
Son, Was my father a traitor, mother ? 
Z. Mcu:d, Aye, that he was. 
Son, What is a traitor i 
L. Macd, Why, one that swears and lies. 
Son, And be all traitors that do so ? 
Z. Macd, Every one that does so is a 
tndtor, and must be hanged. 
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Son. And must they aU be haiiged tiial 
swear and lie ? 

L, Macd. Every one. 

Son, Who must hane them ? 

L. Macd. Why, the honest men. 

Son, Then the liars and swearers aro 
fools : for there are liars and swearers enow 
to beat the honest men, and hang up them. 

L, Macd. Now God help thee, poor mon- 
key ! But how wilt thou do for a lather ? 

Son, If he were dead, you'd weep for him : 
if you would not, it were a eood sign that I 
should quickly have a new uither. 

L, Macd, Foor prattler ! how thou talkest t 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Bless you, fair dame ! I am not to 

you known, 
Thougn in your state of honor I am ];>erfect 
I doubt, some danger does approach you 

nearly : 
If you will take a homely man's advice, 
Be not found here: hence, with your littlt 

ones. [age ; 

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too sav* 
To do worse to you were fell cruelty, 
Which is too nigh your person. Itotven pre* 

serve you ! 

r dare abide no longer. {BxH> 

L. Macd, Whither should I fly ? 

I have done no harm. But I remember now 

I am in this earthly world; where, to do 

hann, 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



}6 MACBETH. ACT nr 

Is often laudable ; to do good, sometime, 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then 

alas ! 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 
To say, I have done no harm ? — 
Enter Murderers. 

What are these faces ? 
Mur, Where is your husband ? 
Z. Macd. I hope, in no place so unsanc- 
tified, 
Where such as thou mayst find him. 
Muf, He's a traitor. 

Son, Thou liest, thou shag-hair*d villain. 
Mur, What, you egg ! 

\StabbingTMn* 
Young fry of treachery ! 

Son. He has kill'd me, mother : 

Run away, I pray you. {Dies. 

[Exit Lady Macduff, crying Murder 1 and 
pursued by the murderers. 

SCENE III.— England. A Room in Hu 
Kin^j Palace. 

Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 
Mai. Let us seek out some desolate shade, 
and there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

Macd. Let us, rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword ; and, like good 

men, [new mom, 

Bestride our down-^en birthdom. Eadi 
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New widows howl; new orphans cry; new 
sorrows 

Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds 

As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 

Like syllable of dolour. 
Mai What I believe, Pll wail; 

What know, believe; and, what I can re- 
dress, 

As I shall find the time to friend, I wilL 

What you have spoke, it may be so, per- 
chance, [tongues. 

This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our 

Was once thought honest; you have loved 
him well ; [but something 

He hath not touch'd you yet. I am young, 

You may deserve of him through me ; and 
wisdom 

To offer up a weak, poor innocent lamb, 

To appease an angry god. 
Macd, I am not treacherous. 
MaL But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil, 

In an imperial charge. But I shall crave 
your pardon ; [transpose : 

That which you are my thoughts cannot 

Angels are bright still, though the brightest 
fell : [of grace. 

Though all things foul would wear the brows 

Yet gface must still look so. 
Macd, I have lost my hopes. 

Mai. Perchance, even there, where I did 
find my doubts. 

Why in that rawness left you wifejjyjd c^ild, 
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(Those precious motives, those strong knots 

of love,) 
Without leave-taking ? — I pray you, 
Let not my jealousies be your dishonors, 
But mine own safeties : — ^you may be rightly 

just, 
Whatever I shall think. 

Macd, Bleed, bleed, poor country ! 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure. 
For goodness dares not check thee ! wear 

thou thy wrongs. 
The title is affeerM.— Fare thee well, lord: 
I would not be the villain that thou think'st 
For the whole space that's in the tyrant's 

grasp, 
And the rich East to boot. 

MaL Be not offended ; 

I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 
I tnink, our country sinks beneath the yoke ; 
It weeps, it bleeds ; and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds : I think, withal, 
There would be hands uplifted in my right ; 
And here, from gracious England, have I 

offer 
Of goodly thousands : but, for all this. 
When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head. 
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor couih 

try 
Shall have more vices than it had before 
More suffer, and more sundry ways thav 

ever, 
By him that shall succeed. 
Macd. What should he beF 
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MaL It is myself I mean: in whom I 

know 
All the particulars of vice so grafted, [beth 
That when they shall be open'd, black Mac* 
Will seem as pure as snow; and the poor 

state 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With mv confineless harms. 

Maca, Not in the legions 

Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn'd 
In evils, to top Macbeth. 

MaL I grant him bloody. 

Luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful, 
Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin 
That has a name : but there's no bottom, 
none, [daughters. 

In my voluptuousness: your wives, your 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill 

up 
The cistern of my lust ; and my desire 
All continent impediments would overbear. 
That did oppose my will. Better Macbeth, 
Than such a one to reign. 

Macd, Boundless intemperancf^ 

In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been 
The untimely emptying of the happy throne. 
And fall of many kmgs. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours : you may 
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty, 
And yet seem cold, the time you may so 
hoodwink. [be 

We have ¥nlling dames enough ; there cannot 
That vultiu'e in you, to devour so many 
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As will to greatness dedicate themselves, 
Finding it so inclined. 

Mai. With this there grows, 

In my most ill-composed affection, such 
A stanchless avarice, that, were I king, 
I should cut off the nobles for their lands ; 
Desire his jewels, and this other's house : 
And my more-having would be as a sauce 
To m^e me hunger more ; that I should 

forge 
Quarrels unjust against the good, and loyal, 
Destroying them for wealth. 

Macd, This avarice 

Sticks deeper; grows with more pernicious 

root 
Than summer-seeming lust ; and it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings : yet do not 

fear ; 
Scotland hath foisons to fill up your will, 
Of your mere own : all these are portable. 
With other graces weighed. 
MaL But I have none : the king-becoming 

graces. 
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness, 
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
I have no relish of them ; but abound 
In the division of each several crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I 

should 
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, 
Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 
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Macd. O Scotland ! Scotland ! 

Mai* If such a one be* fit to govern, 

speak: 
I am as I have spoken. 

Macd. Fit to govern / 

No, not to live. — O nation miserable, 
With an untitled tyrant bloody-sceptred, 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days 

again? 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accursed, 
And does blaspheme his breed ? — Thy royal 

father [bore thee, 

Was a most sainted king: the queen, that 
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet. 
Died every day she lived. Fare thee well I 
These evils thOu repeat'st upon thyself 
Have banish'd me from Scotland. — O, my 

breast, 
Thy hope ends here I 

MaL Macduff, this noble passion, 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wiped the black scruples, reconciled my 

thoughts Fbeth 

To thy good truth and honor. Devilish Mac* 
By many of these trains hath sought to win me 
Into his power : and modest wisdom plucks 

me 
From over-credulous haste. But God above 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and 
Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myself. 
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For strangers to my nature. I am ytt 
Unknown to woman; never was forsworn ; 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own ; 
At no time broke my faith ; would not bop 

tray 
The devil to his fellow ; and delight 
No less in truth than life : my first falsa 

speaking 
Was this upon myself. What I am truly, 
Is thine, and my poor country's, to com% 

mand: 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach, 
Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men, 
Already at a point, was setting forth ; 
Now we'll together : and the chance of good- 
ness [silent ? 
Belike our warranted quarrel ! Why are you 
Macd, Such welcomeand unwelcome things 
, at once, 
'Tis hard to reconcile. 

EfUer a Doctor. 

Mai, Well ; more anon. — Comes the king 

forth, I pray jrou ? 
Doct, Ay, sir : there are a crew of wretched 
souls 
That stay his cure : their malady conyinces 
The great assay of art ; but, at (is touch, 
Such sanctity hath heayen giyen his hand, 
They presently amend. 
Jfai. I thank you, doctor. 

[Exit Doaot, 
Macd., What's the disease he means ? 
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MaL 'Tis call'd the evil ; 

A most miraculous work in this go6d king : 
Which often, since my here-remain in Eng- 
land, 
I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven, 
Himself best knows ; but strangely-visited 

people, 
All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 
The mere despair of surgery, he cures ; 
Hanging a golden stamp about their necks, 
Put on with holy prayers : and, *tis spoken. 
To the succeeding royalty he leaves 
The healing benediction. With this strange 

virtue. 
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy ; 
And sundry blessings hang about his throne , 
That speak him full of grace. 

Enter Rossfi. 

M<uS, See, who comes here ? 

MaL My countryman ; but yet I know him 

not. 
Macd, My ever-gentle cousin, welcome 

hither. 
MaL I know him now : good God, betimes 
remove 
The means that make us strangers ! 
Rosse. Sir, Amen. 

Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ? 
Rosse. Alas, poor country ; 

Almost afraid to know itself ! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave : where 
nothing, 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



S6 MACBETH. act iv. 

But who knows nothing, is once seen to 

smile ; 
Where sighs, and groans, and shrieks that 

rent the air, 
Are made, not mark'd ; where violent sorrow 

seems 
A modern ecstasy ; the dead man's knell 
Is there scarce ask*d, for who ; and good 

men's lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying or ere they sicken. 

Macd, O, relation 

Too nice, and yet too true ! 

Mai What's the newest grief ? 

Rosse. That of an hour's age doth hiss the 
speaker ; 
Each minute teems a new one. 
Macd, How does my wife ? 

Rosse, Why, well. 

Macd, And all my children ? 

Rosse, Well too. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their 

peace ? 
Rcsse, No ; they were well at peace, when 

I did leave them. 
Macd, Be not a niggard of your speech : 

how goes it ? 
Rosse, When I came hither to transport 
the tidings, [mor 

Which I have heavily borne, there ran a ru- 
Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 
Which was to mv belief witnessed the nithei^ 
For that I saw the tyrant's power a-foot ; 
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Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scot* 

land 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight, 
To do£E their dire distresses. 

MaL Be't their comfort, [hath 

We are coming thither: gracious England 
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men ; 
An older, and a better soldier, none 
That Christendom gives out. 

Rosse, 'Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like ! But I have 

words 
That would be howl'd out in the desert air, 
Where hearing should not latch them. 

Macd, What concern they ? 

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief, 
Due to some single breast ? 

Rosse, No mind that^s honesf 

But in it shares some woe ; though the main 

part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine. 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have It. 

Rosse, Let not your ears despise my tongue 
for ever, [sound, 

Which shall possess them with the heaviest 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd, Humph ! I guess at it 

Rosse, Your castle is surprised ; your wife, 
and babes, 
Savagely slaughtered : to relate the manner. 
Were, on the quarry of these murder'd deer. 
To add the death of you. 
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Mml. Merciful heaven? — 

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your 

brows ; [speak 

Give sorrow words : the grief that does not 

Whispers the o'erfraught heart, and bids it 

break. 

Macd, My children too ? 

Rosse, Wife, children, servants, all that 

could be found. 
Macd. And I must be from thence ! My 

wife kill'd too ? 
Rasse, I have said. 

Mai. Be comforted r 

Let's make us medicines of our great re- 

venge, 
Tc cure this deadly grief. 
Macd, He has no children. — All my pretty 
ones? 
Did you say, all ?— O, hell-kite I— All ? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam. 
At one fell swoop? 
Mai. Dispute it like a man : 
Macd, I shall do so ; 

But I must also feel it as a man : . 
I cannot but remember such things were. 
That were most precious to me.— Did heaven 
look on, [duff, 

And would not take their part ? Sinful Mac* 
They were all struck for thee ! naught that I 

am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 
Fell slaughter on their souls. Heaven rest 
them now r 
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MaL Be this the whetstone of your sword ; 

let grief [rage it 

Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, en- 

Macd, O, I could play the woman with 

mine eyes, [heavens, 

And braggart with my tongue ! — But, gentle 
Cut short all intermission ; front to front. 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself ; 
Within my sword's length set him ; if he 

'scape, 
Heaven forgive him too. 

MaL This tune goes manl^r. 

Come, go we to the king; our power is 

ready ; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Receive what 

cheer you may ; 
The night is long that never finds the day. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.-^Dunsinane. A RoominA§ 
Castle. 

Enter a Doctor of Physic ^ and a wtuHng Gentle- 
. ' woman. 

Doctor, 

HAVE two nights watched with 
you, but can perceive no truth ii| 
your report. When was it she last 
walked? 

Gent ,Since his majesty went into the field, 
I have seen her rise from her bed, throw her 
night-gown upon her, unlock her closet, take 
forth papier, fold it, write upon^t, read it, 
afterwards seal it, and again return to bed ; 
yet all this while in a mo^t fast sleep. 

Doct, A great perturbation in nature ! to 
receive at once the benefit of sleep, and do 
the effects of watching. — In this slumbery 
agitation, besides her walking and other 
actual performances, what, at any time, have 
you heard her say ? 

Gent. That, sir, which I will not report 
after her. 

D^ct. You may, to me ; and 'tis most meet 
you should. 

Gent, Neither to you, nor any one ; having 
HO witness to confirm my speech. 
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Bnttr Lady Macbeth, vnth a tapir. 

Lo yon, htte she comes ! This is her very 
guise : amd, upon . my life, fast asleep. Ob* 
serve her ; stand close. 

Doct How came she by that li^ht ? 

Gent, Why, it stood by her : she has light 
by her continually ; 'tis her command. 

Doct You see, her eyes are open. 

Genu Ay, but their sense is shut. 

Doct, What is it she does now ? Look how 
she rubs her hands. 

Gent It is an accustomed action with her, 
to seem thus washing her hands. I have 
known her continue in this a quarter of an 
hour. 

iMcfy M, Yet here's a spot 

Doct* Hark, she speaks : I will set down 
what comes from her, to satisfy my remem« 
brance the more strongly. 

Lady M. Gut, damned spot \ out, I say ! — 
One ; two : why, then, tis time to do' t.— Hell 
is murky! — Fie, my lord, fie! a soldier, md 
afeard ? What need we fear who knows it, 
when none can call our power to account ?— 
Yet who would have thought the old man to 
have had so much blood in him ! 

Doct Do you mark that ? 

La(fy M, The thane of Fife had a wife ; 
where is she now ? — What, will these hands 
nft'erbe clean? — No mor6 o' that, my lord, 
n6 more p' that : you mar all with wis starl* 
Ing. 
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Dacf, Go to, go to ; you have known what 
you should not. 

G/ni, She has spoke what she should not, 
I am sure of that : Heaven knows what she 
has known. 

Lady Af. Here's the smell of the blood 
still: all the perfumes of Arabia will not* 
sweeten this little hand. Oh ! oh 1 oh ! 

£>oct. What a sigh is there ! The heart is 
sorely charged. 

6>»/. I would not havp such a heart in my 
bosom, for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doa. Well, well, well,— 

Gent, 'Pray God, it be, sir. 

£>0Ct, This disease is beyond my practice : 
yet I have known those \7hich have walked in 
their sleep who have died hoUly in their beds. 

Lady M, Wash your hands, put on your 
night-gown ; look not so pale : — I tell 3'ou yet 
again, Banquo's buried ; he cannot come out 
en's grave. 

DocU Even so? 

Lady M, To bed, to bed ; there's knock- 
ing at the gate. Come, come, come, come, 
give mc your hand. What's done cannot be 
undone. To bed, to bed, to bed. [ExUi, 

Doct Will she now go to bed ? 

Gent, Directly. 

Doct, Foul whisperings are iabroad : unnat* 
ural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles. Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will discharge their 
secrets. 
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More needs she the divine than the physiciaiu 
God, God, forgive us all ! Look after her ; 
Remove from her the means of all annoy- 
ance, [night : 
And still keep eyes upon her. — So, good 
My mind she has mated, and amazed my 

sight: 
I think, but dare not speak. 
Genu Good night, good doctor. 

\Ex»unt, 

SCENE ll.^The Country near Dunsinane. 

Enter y with drums and colors, Mbntbth, Cathmbss^ 
Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 

Ment. The English power is near, lead on 
by Malcolm, 
His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff. 
Revenges bum in them: for their dea# 

causes 
Would, to the bleeding and the grim alarm. 
Excite the mortified man. 

Ang. Near Bimam wood 

Shall we well meet them ; that way are they 
coming. 
Cath. Who knows if Donalbain be with 

his brother ? 
Len. For certain, sir, he is not: I* have a 
file 
Of all the gentry : there is Siward's son. 
And many unrough youths, that even now 
Protest their first of manhood 
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Ment. ; What does the tyraat? 

Cath. Great Dunsinane he strongly forti- 
fies: [him, 
Some sa^ he's mad ; others, that lesser hate 
Do call It valia&t fury ; but, for certain, 
He cannot faiuckle his distempered cause 
Within the belt of rule. 

Ang. I<?ow does he feel 

^is secret murder^ sticking on his hands ; 
Kow minutely revolts upbraid his faitb- 

breach ; 
Those he commands move only in command^ 
Nothing in love : now does he feel his title 
Hang loose about him, like a giant's robe 
Upon a dwarfish thief. 

MenL Who then shall blame 

His pester'd senses to ^ecoil, and start, 
When iall that is withhi him does condemn 
Itself, for being thei^e?, 

Cath. f , , i Well, march we on, 

To ^ve obedience where "'tis truly owed : 
Meet we the medicine of the sickly weal ; 
And' iiHth him pbui"; , wCji in our country's 

Ekbhc&pp^biu^.;';^ , , ;. 

iii». ' Or so much as it n^eds, 

To dew the sovereign, iflow^r, and di^wn t)i^ 

"■■'■■'^ -Weed^ "■' " . .; '" 

Make we .our, n^arcli towards Bimam/ 



,1:-;,: :: !;'!.V/l-' -'.i V I'- 



ll. ' 
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SCENE III.— Dunsinane. ARoomintk$ 
Casile, 

Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants. 

Macb, Bring me no more reports ; \tX 

them fly all ; 
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy 

Malcolm ? [know 

Was he not born of woman ? The spirits that 
All mortal consequences have pronounced 

me thus : [woman 

Fear not, Macbeth; no man thafs bom of 
Shall e'er have power upon thee. Then fly, 

false thanes, 
And minde with the Enelish epicures ; 
The mind I sway b^, and the heart I bear, 
^hall never sagg with doubt, nor shake with 

fear. 

Enter a Servant 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-faoed 

loon; 
Where gott'st thou that goose look ? 

Serv. There is ten thousand — 

Jdacb, Geese, villain ? 

Serv. Soldiers, sir. 

Macb, Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy 
fear, 
Thou lily-livcr'd boy. What soldiers, patch ? 
Death ox thy soul ! tnose linen cheeks of tht 
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Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, 
whev-face ? 
Serv, Tne English force, so please you. 
Mctcb, Take thy face hence. — Seyton ! — I 
am sick at heart 
When I behold — Seyton, I say ! — This push 
Will chair me ever, or dis-seat me now. 
I have lived long enough : my May of life 
Is fallen into the sear, the yellow leaf : 
And that which should accompany old age. 
As honor, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I must not look to have ; but, in their stead, 
Curses not loud, but deep, mouth-honor, 
breath, [dare not 

Which the poor heart would fain deny, and 
Seyton I — 

Enter Seyton. 
Sey, What's your gracious pleasure ? 
Macb. What news more ? 

Sey, All is confirmed, my lord, which was 

reported. 
Mtub, rU fight, till from my bones my 
flesh be hack'd. 
Give me my armor. 
Sey. *Tis not needed yet 

Macb. ril put it on. [round \ 

Send out more horses, skirr the country 
Hang those that talk of f ear.—Give me mine 

armor: — 
How does your patient, doctor ?. 

Doct* Not so sick, my lord, 

As she is troubled with thick-coming fanciest 
Tbat keep her from her rest. 
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Macb. Cure her of that; 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased ; 
Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And, with some sweet oblivious antidote, 
Cleanse the stufPd bosom of that perilous 

stu£E 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Doct Therein the patient 

Must minister to himself. 
• Macb. Throw physic to the dogs ; I'll 

none of it, — 
Come, put mine armor on ; give me my staflE :— 
Seyton, send out. — Doctor, the thanes fly 

from me : — [cast 

Come, sir, dispatch. — If thou couldst, doctor. 
The water of my land, find her disease, 
And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 
I would applaud thee to the very echo. 
That should applaud again. — PulPt off, I 

say. — 
What rhubarb, senna, or what pur^tive drug. 
Would scour these English hence? — Hearest 

thou of them ? 
Doct. Ajr, my good lord ; your royal prep* 

aration 
Makes us hear something. 

Macb. Bring it after me. — 

I will not be afraid of death and bane, 
Till Bimam forest come to Dunsinane. [Exit. 
Doct. Were I from Dunsinane away and 

clear, 
Profit again should hardly draw me here. 
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S^CENJ^ jV.--G?««/rj' «/tfr Dunsinane. a 
Wood in view. 

Mnter, with drum and colors^ Malcolm, Old Siward 
and his Spn| MacdufF| Menteth, Cathnbss, 
ANGtJS, Lenox, Ros^e, and Soldiers, mdrching 

MaL Cousins, I hope the days are near at 
hand, . 
That chambers will be safe. 

Ment. . We doubt it nothings. 

Siw. What wood is this before us ? 

Ment The wood of Bimam. 

Mai, Let every soldier hew him down a 

boufh, [shadow 

And bear't before him; thereby shall we 

The numbers of our host, and make dis^ 

covery 
Err in report of us 

Sold, It shall be done. 

Siw. We learn no other, but the confident 
tyrant 
Keeps still in Diinsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before't. 

il/lf A ' ' 'Tis his main hope t 

For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and less have given him the re* 
volt : [things. 

And none ierve with him but constrained 
Whclse hearts are absent too. 

Moid, Let our just censures 

Attend the true events and put we on 
Industribus soldiershipi 
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Siw. The dme approaches, 

That will with due decision make us know 
What we shall say we have, and what we owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes re- 
late; 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate : 
Towards which advance the war. 

\Jix$uni^marchin§ 



SCENE V — -Dunsinane. Within the 
Castle* 

BnUir^ with drums and colors, Macbeth, Sevton, 
and Soldiers. 

Macb^ Hang out our banners on the outer 

walls ; [strength 

The cry is still, They comi. Our castle's 

Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them 

lie, 
Till famine, and the ague, eat them up : 
Were they not forced with those that should 
be ours, [beard, 

We might have met them dareful, beard to 
And beat them backward home. What is 

that noise ? [A cry within^ ofwomtn^ 

Sey, It is. the cry of women, my good lord. 
Macb, I have almost forgot the taste of 
\ ' fears: : . ! . [cool'd 

The time has been, my senses would have 
Tb hda!r a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir, 
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As Hfe were inH: I have supptl full with 

horrors ; [thoughts, 

Direness, familiar to my slaughterous 

Cannot once start me. — Wherefore was that 

cry? 

Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead. 

Macd. She should have died hereafter; 
There would have been a time for such a 

word. — 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day. 
To the last syllable of recorded time ; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief can> 

die! 
Life's but a walking shadow ; a poor player, 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stag^ 
And then is heard no more : it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. — 

Enier a Messenger 

Thou com*st to use thy tongue; thy story 
quickly. 
Mess, Gracious my lord, 

I should report that which I say I saw, 

But know not how to do it 
Macb. Well, say, sin 

Mess, As I did stand my watch upon the 
hill, [thougfatt 

I looked toward Bimam, and, anon, mo* 

The wood began to move. 
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Macb, Liar, and slave ! 

[Strikinz him» 

Mess. Let me endure your wrath, irt be 

"not so ; 
Within this three mile may you see it coming ; 
I say, a moving grove. 

Macb. If thou speak'st false. 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 
Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be 

sooth, 
I care not if thou dost for me as much. — 
I pall in resolution ; and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend. 
That lies like truth : Fear not^ till Birnam 

wood 
Do come to Dunsinanej — ^and now a wood 
Comes toward Dunsinane. — Arm, arm, and 

out!— 
If this which he avouches does appear. 
There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here. 
I *gin to be a-weary of the sun, 
And wish the estate o* the world were now 

undone. — [wrack ! 

Ring the alarum-bell. — Blow wind ! come 
At least well die with harness on our back. 

\Ex€unt, 

SCENE W.^The same. A Plain before the 

Castle. 
BnUr^with drums and colors, Malcolm, Old Siward, 
Macduff, 6^, and their Army^ with boughs 
MaL Now, near enough; your leavy 
screens throw down. 
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And show like, those you are. — You, worthy 

uncle, 
Shall, with my cousin, your right-^ble sOn, 
Lead our first battle : worthy Macdu£E, iind we, 
Shall take upon us what else remains to do/ 
According to our order* - 

Siw Fare you well.- — 

Do we but find the t)rrant's power to-night, 
Let us be beaten if we cannot fight 
Macd. Make all our trumpets speak; give 
them all breath, [deatU. 

Those clamorous harbingers of blood and 
[Exeunt. Alarums continugd* 



SCE^^ VlL^The same. Another part of 
the Plain. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb^ They have tied me to a stake ; \ 

cannot fly, [What's he 

But, bear like, I must fight the course.— 

That was not born of woman ? Such a one , 

Am I to fear, or none. 

Enter Young Siward. 

Yo. Siw. What is thv name ? 
Macb. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it 

Yo. Siw. No ; though thou call'st thyself 
a hotter name 
Than any is in hell. 
Macb. My name's Macbeth. 
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Yo. Siw. The devil himself could not pro* 

nounce a title 
More hateful to mine ear. 
Macb, KOy nor more fearfoL 

Yo, Siw, Thou liest, abhorred. tyiant: with 
my sword 
m prove the lie thou speak^st. 

[ They Jight^ and Young Siward is slaht. 
Macb, Thou wast born of woman.— « 
But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn. 
Brandished by man that's of a woman bom. 

:., ifixit^ 

Alarums. Enter Macdufp. i 

Macd. That way the noise is. — Tyrant, 

show thy face. 
If thou be'st slain, and with no stroke of mine. 
My wife and children's ghosts will haunt me 

still. [arms 

I cannot strike at wretched kernes, whose 
Are hired to bear their staves ; either thou^ 

Macbeth, 
Or else my sword, with an unbatter'd edge, .' 
I sheathe again undeeded. There Xhon 

should st be ; 
By this great clatter, one of greatest note 
Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune I 
And more I beg not [Exit, Alarum. 

Enter Malcolm and Old Siward. 

Siw. This way, my lord ;— the . castle'* 
gently rendered : 
The tyrant's people on both sides do ^^joX 
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The noble thanes do bravely in the war; 
The day almost itself professes yours, 
And little is to do. 

MaU We have met with foeA 

That strike beside us. 

Siw. Enter, sir, the castle. 

\Rxeunt. Alarum* 

Re-enter Macbbth. 

Mob, Wh^ should I play the Roman fool, 
and die [gashes 

On mine own sword ? whiles I see lives, the 
Do better upon them. 

Re-enter Macduff. 

Macd, Turn, heU-hound, turn. 

Macb, Of all men else I have avoided thee : 
But get thee back, my soul is too much 

charged 
With blooaof thine already. 

Macd. I have no words, 

My voice is in my sword ; thou bloodier villain 
Than terms can give thee out ! [They fight. 

Macb, Thou losest labor : 

As easv mayst thou the in trenchant air 
With thy keen sword impress, as make me 

bleed : 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; 
I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 
To one of woman born. 

Macd. Despair thy charm ; 

And let the angel whom thou still hast senr64 
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Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's 

womb 
Untimely ripp'd* [me so^ 

Afacb. Accursed be that tongue that tella 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man ! 
And be these juggling fiends no more believed, 
That palter with us m a double sense ; 
That keep the word of promise to our ear, 
And break it to our hope. — I'll not fight with 

thee. 
Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 
And live to be the show and gaze o' the time. 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 
Painted upon a pole ; and underwrit, 
Here may you see the tyrant* 

Macb. I will not yield, 

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm's 

feet, 
And to be baited with the rabble's curse. 
Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsmane, 
And uou opposed, being of no woman born. 
Yet I will try the last : before my body 
I throw my warlike shield : lay. on, Macduff; 
And damn'd be him that first cries. Hold, 

enough \Exeunt fighting. 

ftgtreatt flourish Re-enter ^ with drum and coloi f, 
Malcolm, 0/^Siward, Rosse, Lenox, Angus, 
Cathness, Menteth, and Soldiers. 

Mal» I would the friends we miss were 

safe arrived. 
Siw. Some must go off ; and yet, by these 

I see, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 
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AfaL MacdiifiE is missing, and your noble 
son. 

Rosse. Your son, my lord, has paid a 
soldier*s debt : 
He only lived but till he was a man ; 
The which no sooner had his prowess con^ 

firmed. 
In the unshrinking station where he fought. 
But like a man he died. 

Siw. Then he is dead ? 

Rosse. Ay, and brought ofiE the field : yout 
cause of sorrow 
Must not be measured by his worth, for thea 
It hath no end. 

Siw, Had he his hurts before ? 

Rosse, Ay, on the front. 

Siw, Why, then, God's soldier be h« 1 
Had I as many sons as I have hairs, 
I would not wish them to a fairer death : 
And so his knell is knolPd. 

Mai. He*s worth more sorrow, 

And that Til spend for him. 

Stw. He's worth no more : 

They say, he parted well, and paid his score : 
And, so, God be with him! — Here comes 
newer comfort. 

Reenter Macduff, with Macbeth*/ head, 

Macd, Hail, king! for so thou art Be* 

hold, where stands 
The usurper's cursed head : the time is free : 
I see thee compass'd with thy kingdom's 

pearl, 
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That speak my salutation in their minds ; 
Whose voices I desire aloud with mine, — 
Hail, king of Scotland ! 
All. Hail, king of Scotland 1 

\PloHristu 
MaL We shall not spend a large expense 

of time, 
Before we reckon with your several loves, 
And make us even with you. My thanes 

and kinsmen, [land 

Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scot- 
In such an honor named. What's more to do, 
Which would be planted newly with the 

time, — 
As calling home our exiled friends abroad 
That fled the snares of watchful tyranny ; 
Producing forth the cruel ministers 
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like (]^ueen, 
Who, as 'tis thought, by self and violent 

hands [else 

Took off her life ; — this, and what needful 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 
We will perform in measure, time, and place ? 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite to see us crown'd at Scone. 
{Flourish. Exeunt 
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THE RAPE OF LUCRECK. 

SONNETS. 

A LOVER'S COMPLAINT. 

THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM. 

SONG.— "take, oh, take those ufs away.* 
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VENUS AND ADONIS. 



Vilia miretur vulgus ; mihi flavus Apollo 
Poculo Castalia plena tainistret aqua. 

Ovid, 



RIGHT HON. HENRY WRIOTHESLY, 

Earl of Southampton, and Baron of Titchfi«ld. 
Right HoNOURABLBy 

I KNOW not how I shall offend in dedicating mv on* 
polished lines to ^our Lordship, nor how the world will 
•ensure me for choosing so strong a prop to support so weak 
a burden : only, if your Honour seem but pleased, I account 
myself highly praised, and vow to take advantage of all idlo 
hours, tiu I have honoured you with some graver labour. 
But if the first heir of my invention prove deformed, I shall 
be sorry it had so noble a ^od-father^ and never after ear so 
barren a land, for fear it yield me still so bad a harvest. I 
leave it to your honourable survey, and your Honour to your 
heart's content ; which I wish may always answer your own 
wish, and the world's hopeful expecUtion. 
Your Honour's in all duty, 

William Shakspbakb. 




|VEN as the sun with purple-color'd 
face 
Had ta'en his last leave of the 

weeping morn, 
Rose-cheek'd Adonis hied him to 
the chase ; 
Hunting he loved, but love he laughed to 
scorn ; 
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Sick-thoughted Venus makes amain unto 

him, [him. 

And like a bold-faced suitor 'gins to woo 

" Thrice fairer than myself," thus she began, 
'* The field's chief flower, sweet above com- 
pare, 
Stain to all n}rmphs, more lovely than a man, 
More white and red than doves or roses are ; 
Nature that made thee, with herself at strife, 
Saith, that the world hath ending with thy 
life. 

" Vouchsafe, thou wonder, to alight thy steed. 
And rein his proud head to the saddle-bow ; . 
If thou wilt deign this favor, for thy meed 
A thousand honey-secrets shalt thou know : 

Here come and sit, where never serpent 
hisses. 

And being set, I'll smother thee with kisses ; 

"And yet not cloy thy lips with loathed 

satiety. 
But rather famish them amid their plenty. 
Making them red and pale with fresh var* 

lety,— 
Ten kisses short as one, one long as twenty : 
A summer's day will seem an hour but 

short, 
Being wasted in such time-beguiling sport." 

With this she seizeth on his sweating palm. 
The precedent of pith and livelihood. 
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And, trembling in her passion, calls it balm. 
Earth's sovereign salve to do aeoddess c^ood : 

Beinff so enraged, desire doth lend her 
torce 

Courageously to pluck him from his horse* 

Over one arm the histy cdtiTser's rein, 
Under her other was the tender boy. 
Who blushed and pouted in a dull disdain. 
With leaden appetite, unapt to toy; 
She red and hot as coals of glowing fire. 
He red for shame, but frosty in desire. 

The studded bridle on a ragged bough 
Nimbly she fastens ; (O, how quick is love !) 
The steed is stalled up, and even now 
To tie the rider she begins to prove ; 
Backward she push'd him, as she would be 

thrust. 
And govem'd him in strength, though not 
in lust. 

So soon was she along, as he was down, 
Each leaning on their elbows and their hips : 
Now doth she stroke his cheek, now doth he 

frown, 
And 'gins to chide, but soon she stops his 

lips; 
And lussing, speaks, with lustful language 

broken, 
^I£ thou wilt chide« thy lips shaU never 

open." 
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He bums with bashful shame ; she with her 

tears 
Doth quench the maiden burning of his 

cheeks : 
Then with her windy si^hs, and golden hairs, 
To fan and blow them dry again she seeks : 
He saith she is immodest, blames her 'miss ; 
What follows more she murders with a kiss. 

Even as an emptv eagle, sharp by fast, 
Tires with her beak on feathers, flesh, and 

bone, 
Shaking her wings, devouring all in haste. 
Till either gorge be stufiPd, or prey be gone ; 
Even so she kiss 'd his brow, his cheek, his 

chin. 
And where she ends she doth anew begin. 

Forced to content, but never to obey, 
Panting he lies, and breatheth in her face ; 
She feedeth on the steam, as on a prey. 
And calls it heavenly moisture, air of grace ; 
Wishing her cheeks were gardens full of 

flowers, 
So they were dew'd with such-distilling 
showers. 

Look, how a bird lies tangled in a net, 

So £uten'd in her arms Adonis lies ; 

Pure shame and awed resistance made him 
fret. 

Which bred more beauty in his angry e3re8 : 
Rain added to a river that is rank, 
Perforce will force it overflow the bank. 
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Still she entreats, and prettily entreatSy 
For to a pretty air she tunes her tale ? 
Still is he sullen, still he lours and frets, 
'Twixt crimson shame, and anger ashy-pale; 

Being red, she loves him best ; and being 
white, 

Her best is better'd with a more delight. 

Look how he can, she cannot choose but 

love ; 
And by her fair immortal hand she swears, 
From his soft bosom never to remove. 
Till he take truce with her contending tears. 
Which long have rain'd, making her cheeks 

all wet ; 
And one sweet kiss shall pay this countless 
debt. 

Upon this promise did he raise his chin, 
Like a dive-dapper peering through a wave, 
Who, being look'd on, ducks as quickly in ; 
So oSers ho to give what she did crave ; 
But when her lips were ready for his pay, 
He winks, and turns his lips another way. 

>iover did passenger in summer's heat 
More thirst for dnnk, than she for this good 

turn: 
Her h^lp she sees, but help she cannot get ; 
She batnes in water, yet her fire must bum : 
"O, lity," 'gan sne cry, "flint-hearted 

boy I 
'Tis but a kiss I beg ; why art thou coy f 
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<* I have bwn woo'd, as I entreat thee now^ 
Even by the stern and direful god of war, 
Whose sinewy neck in battle ne'er did bow, 
Who conquers where he comes, in ever jar: 
Yet hath he been my captive and my sLave, 
And begg'd for that which thou unasked shalt 
have. 

" Over my altars hath he hung his lance, 
His batter'd shield, his uncontrolled crest. 
And for my sake hath learn'd to sport and 

dance, 
To toy, to wanton, dally, smile, and jest ; 
Scorning his churlish drum, and ensign red. 
Making my arms his field) his tent my bed. 

^* Thus he that overruled I overs way 'd. 
Leading him prisoner in a red-rose chain : 
Strong-temper 'd steel his stronger strength 

obeyed. 
Yet was he servile to my coy disdain. 
O, be not proud, nor brag not of thy might. 
For mastering her that foil'd the god of 
fight I 

*^ Touch but my lips with those fair lips of 

thine, 
(Though mine be not so fair, yet are they 

red,) 
The kiss shall be thine own as well as 

mine : — 
What see'st thou- in the ground ? hold up 

thy head ) 
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Look in mine eyeballs, there thy bea«ty 

lies: 
Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in 

eyes? 

** Art thou ashamed ^o]dss ? then wink ajgain, 
And I will wink ; so shall the day seem night : 
Love keeps his revels where there are but 

twain; 
Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight : 
These bhie-vein'd violets whereon we lean 
Never can blab, nor know not what we 
mean. 

* The tender spring upon thy tempting lip 
Shows thee unripe ; yet mayst thou well be 

tasted; 
Make use of time, let not advantage slip ; 
Beauty within itself should not be wasted : 
Fair flowers that are not gatber'd in their 

prime 
Rot and consume themselves in little time. 

" Were I hawUfavoHd, foul, or wrinkled^d, 
lU-nurtmred, crooked, churlish, harsh in voice, 
O'er-wom, despised, rheumatic, and cold. 
Thick-sighted, Iwren, lean, and lacking juice. 

Then mightst thou pause, for then I were 
not tor thee ; 

But having no de^ects^ wby dost abhor me ? 

•* Thou canst not see one wrinkle in my brow ; 
Mine eyes are gray, and bright, and quick in 
turning; 
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My beau^ as the spring doth yearly grow, 
My flesh is soft ana plump, my marrow bunv 
ing; 
My smooth moist hand, were it with thy 

hand felt, 
Would in thy palm dissolve, or seem to 
melt, 

" Bid me discourse, I will enchant thine ear, 
Or, like a fairy, trip upon the green. 
Or, like a nymph, with long dishevell'd hair, 
Dance on tne sands, and yet no footing seen : 
Love is a spirit all compact of fire, 
Not gross to sink, but light, and will aspire. 

** Witness this primrose bank whereon I lie ; 

These forceless flowers like sturdy trees sup- 
port me ; 

Two strengthless doves will draw me through 
the sky, 

From morn till night, even where I list to 
sport me : 
Is love so light, sweet boy, and may it be 
That thou shouldst think it heavy unto 
thee? 

"Is thine own heart to thine own face af- 
fected? 
Can thy right hand seize love upon thy left ? 
Then woo thyself, be of thyself rejected. 
Steal thine own freedom, and complain od 
theft. 
Narcissus so himself himself forsook, 
And died to kiss his shadow in the brook. 
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** Torches are made to light, jewels to wear. 
Dainties to taste ; fresh beauty for the use, 
Herbs for their smell, and sappy plants to 

bear! 
Things growing to themselves are growth's 
abuse : 
Seeds spring from seeds, and beauty breed- 

eth beauty, 
Thou wast begot ; — to get, it is thy duty. 

"Upon the earth's increase why shouldst 

thou feed, 
Unless the earth with thy increase be fed. 
By law of Nature thou art bound to breed. 
That thine may live, when thou thyself art 
dead; 
And so, in spite of death, thou dost survive. 
In that thy likeness still is left alive." 

By this, the love-sick queen began to sweat, 
For, where they lay, the shadow had forsook 

them, 
And Titan, 'tired in the mid-day heat. 
With burning eye did hotly overlook them; 
Wishing Adonis had his team to guide, 
So he were like him, and by Venus' side. 

And now Adonis, with a lazy spright. 
And with a heavy, dark, disliking eye, — 
His louring brows o'erwhelming his fair sighl. 
Like misty vapors when they blot the sky,— 
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Sourinflp his cheeks, cries, '< Fie, no more 
of love I 

The sun doth bum my face ; I must re- 
move." 

** Ah me," quoth Venus, "young, and so un. 

Idnd? 
What bare excuses male's! thou to be gone ! 
ni sigh celestial breath, whose gentle wind 
Shall cool the heat of this descending sun ; 
rU made a shadow for thee of my hairs : 
If they burn too, I'll quench them with my 
tears. 

"The sun that shines from heaven shines 

but warm, 
And, lo, I lie between that sun and thee ; 
The heat I have from thence doth little harm, 
Thine eye darts forth the fire that bumeth 
me : 
And were I not immortal, life were done. 
Between this heavenly and earthly sun. 

" Art thou obdurate, flinty, hard as steel, 
Nay, more than flint, for stone at rain re- 

lenteth ? 
Art thou a woman's son, and canst not feel 
What 'tis to love ? how want of love tor- 
menteth ? 
O, had thy mother borne so hard a mind. 
She had not brought forth thee, but died 
inland. 
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^ What am I, that thou shouldst contemn me 

this? 
Or what great danger dwells upon my suit ? 
What were thy lips the worse for one poor 

kiss? 
Speak, fair ; but spead fair words, or else be 
mute: 
Give me one kiss, TU give it thee agaiu. 
And one for interest, if thou wilt have twain* 

**Fic, lifeless picture, cold and senseless 

stone, 
Well-painted idol, image dull and dead, 
Statue contenting but the eye alone, 
Thing like a man, but of no woman bred ; 
Thou art no man, though of a man's com- 
plexion. 
For men will kiss even by their own direc- 
tion/' 

This said, impatience chokes her pleading 

tongue. 
And swelling passion doth provoke a pause ; 
Red checks and fiery eyes blaze forth her 

wrong ; 
Being judge in love, she cannot right her 

cause : 
And now she weeps, and now she fain 

would speak. 
And now her sobs do her intendments break. 

Sometimes she shakes her head, and then his 

hand, 
Mow gaieth she on him, now on the firound : 
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Sometimes her arms infold him like a band : 
She would, he will not in *ier arms be bound; 

And when from thence he struggles to be 
gone, 

She locks her lily fingers one in one. 

" Fondling.'' she saith, " since I have hemm*d 

thee here, 
Within thi circuit of this ivory pale, 
rU be a park, and thou shalt be my deer; 
Feed wliere thou wilt, on mountain or in dale ; 
Graze on my lips ; and if those hills be dry, 
Stray lower, where the pleasant fountains 
lie. 
^* Within this limit is relief enough, 
Sweet bottom-grass, and high dehehtful plain. 
Round rising hillocks, brakes obscure and 

rough, 
To shelter thee from tempest and from rain ; 
Then be my deer, since I am such a park ; 
No dog jhall rouse thee, though a thousand 
bark." 
At this Adonis smiles as in disdain. 
That in each cheek appears a pretty dimple : 
Love made those hollows, if himself were 

slain. 
He mieht be buried in a tomb so simple ; 
Foreknowine well, if there he came to lie. 
Why, there Love lived, and there he could 
not die. 

These lovely caves, these round enchanting 

pits, liking : 

Opened their mouths to swallow, VenUaf 
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Being mad before, how doth she now for 

wits ? 1 

Struck dead at first, what needs a second 
striking ? 
Poor queen of love, in thine own law for* 

lorn, 
To love a cheek that smiles at thee in scorn. 

Now which way shall she turn ? what shall 

she say ? 
Her words are done, her woes the more in* 

creasing. 
The time is spent, her object will away, 
And from her twining arms doth urge releas- 
ing: 
**Pity," — she cries, — "some favor — some 

remorse ! " 
Away he springs, and hasteth to his horse. 

But lo, from forth a copse that neighbors by, 
A breeding jennet, lusty, young, and proud, 
Adonis' trampling courser doth espy. 
And forth she rushes, snorts, and neighs 
aloud: 
The strong-neckM steed, being tied unto a 

tree, 
Breaketh his rein, and to het straight goes 
he. 

Imperiously he leaps, he neighs, he bounds. 
And now his woven girths hebreaks asunder ; 
The bearing earth with his hard hoof ho 
wottnds, 
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Whose hollow womb resoutds like heaven'& 
thunder ; 
The iron bit he crushes 'tween his teeth^ 
Controlling what he was controlled with. 

His cars up prick'd; his braided hanging 
mane 

Upon his compass'd crest now stand on end ; 

His nostrils drink the air, and forth again, 

As from a furnace, vapors doth he send ; 
His eye, which scornfully glisters like fire, 
Shows his hot courage and his high desire. 

Sometime he trots, as if he told the steps, 
With gentle majesty, and modest pride ; 
Anon he rears upright, curvets, and leaps, 
As who should say, Lo ! thus my strength is 
tried; 
And this I do to captivate the eye 
Of the fair breeder that is standing by. 

What recketh he his rider's angry stir. 

His flattering " holla," or his " Stand, I say " ? . 

What cares he now for curb, or pricking spur? 

For rich caparisons, or trapping gay ? 

He sees his love, and nothing else he sees, 
Nor nothing else with his proud sight 
agfees. 

Look, when a painter would surpass the Ufep 
In limning out a well-proportion'd steed. 
His art with nature's workmanship at strife^ 
As if the dead the living should exceed; 
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So did this horse excel a common one. 
In shape, in courage, color, pace, and bone. 

Round hoof d, short-jointed, fetlocks shag 

and long, 
Broad breast, lull eye, small head, and no» 

tril wide. 
High crest, short ears, straight legs, and 

passine strong. 
Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender 

hide: 
Look, what a horse should have, he did not 

lack, 
Save a proud rider on so proud a back. 

Sometime he scuds far off, and there he 

stares ; 
Anon he starts at stirring of a feather; 
To bid the wind a base he now prepares, 
And whether he run, or fly, they knew not 

whether ; 
For through his mane and tail the high 

wind sinfi^. 
Fanning the hairs, who wave like feather'd 

wings. 

He looks upon his love, and neighs unto her; 
She answers him, as if she knew his mind : 
Being proud, as females are, to see him woo 

her. 
She puts on outward strangeness, seems u» 

kind; 
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Spuriis at his love, and scorns the heat he 

feels, 
Beating his kind embracements with her 

heels. 

Then, like a melancholy malcontent, 
He vails his tail, that, like a falling plume. 
Cool shadow to his melting buttock lent ; 
He stamps, and bites the poor flies in his 
fume. 
His love, perceiving how he is enraged. 
Grew Under, and his fury was assuaged. 

His testy; master goeth about to take him; 
When, lo, the unbacked breeder, full of fear, 
Jealous, of catching, swiftly doth forsake him, 
With hei- the horse, and left Adonis there : 
As they were mad, unto the wood they hie 

'th6m. 
Out-stripping crows that strive to over-fly 
them. 

AH swoln with chafing down Adonis sits. 
Banning his boisterous and unruly beast ; 
And now the happy season once more fits. 
That love-sick Love by pleading; may be blest; 
For lovers say, the heart hath treble wrong, 
When it is barr'd the aidance of the tongue. 

An oven that is stopp'd, or river stayM, 
Bumeth more hotly, swelleth with more rage: 
So of concealed sorrow may be said ; 
Free vent of words love's fire doth assuage; 
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But when the heart's attorney once is mute. 
The client breaks, as desperate in his suit* 

He sees her coming, and begins to glow, 
Even as a dying coal revives with wind, 
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow ; 
Looks on the dull earth with disturbed mind 
Taking no notice that she is so nigh, 
For aU askance he holds her in his eye. 

O, what a sight it was, wistly to view 
How she came stealing to the wayward boy ! 
To note the fighting conflict of her hue, 
How white and red each other did destroy I 
But now her cheek was pale, and by-ancl-by 
It flash'd forth Are, as lightning from the 
sky. 

Now was she just before him as he sat, 
And like a lowly lover down she kneels ; 
With one fair hand she heaveth up his hat, 
Her other tender hand his fair cheek feels : 

His tenderer cheek receives her soft hand's 
print, 

As apt as new-fallen snow takes any dint. 

O, what a war of looks was then between 

theml 
^Her eyes, petitioners, to his eyes suing ; 
His eyes saw her eyes as they had not seen 

them ; 
' Her eyes woo*d still, his eyes disdained the 
Wpping: * 
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And all this dumb play had his acts made 

plain 
With tears, which, chorus-like, her eyes did 

rain. 

Full gently now she takes him by the hand| 
A hly prison'd in a gaol of snow, 
Or ivory in an alabaster band ; 
So white a friend engirts so white a foe : 
This beauteous combat, wilful and unwill* 

Show'd like two silver doves tnat sit a-biU* 

Once more the engine of her thoughts began : 
" O, fairest mover on this mortal round, 
Would thou wert as I am, and I a man, 
My heart all whole as thine, thy heart my 
wound ; 
For one sweet look thy help I would assure 

thee. 
Though nothing but my body's bane would 
cure thee. 

•* Give me my hand," saith he, * why dost 

thoufeelit?'' 
** Give me my heart," saith she, " and thoa 

shalt have it ; 
O, rive it me, lest thy hard heart do steel it. 
And being steePd, soft sighs can liever grato 

it: 
Then love's deep groans I never shall re* 

gard, [hard." 

Because Adonis' heart hath made mino 
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** For shame," he cries, " let 'go, and let me 

go; 
My day's delight is past, my horse is gone, 
And 'tis your fault I am bereft him so ; . 
>ray you hence, and leave me here alone : 
For all my mind, my thought, my bu^ care, 
Is how to get my palfrey from the mare." 



I pr; 



Thus she replies : " Thy palfrey, as he should. 
Welcomes the warm approach of sweet desire : 
Affection is a coal that must be cool'd ; 
Else, suifer'd it will set the heart on fire : 
The sea hath bounds, but deep desire hath 

none. 
Therefore no marvel though thy horse be 
gone. 

« How like a jade he stood, tied to the tree, 
Servilely mastered with a leathern rein ! 
But when he saw his love, his yottth's fair fee, 
He held such petty bonds^e m disdain ; 
Throwing the base thong from his bending 

crest, 
Enfranchising his mottth, Ihs back, his 
breast 

* Who sees his true^ove in her naked bed, 
Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white. 
But, when his glutton eye so full hath led, 
His other agents aim at like delight ? 
Who is so faint that dare not ht so bold 
To touch the fire, the weather being cold ? 
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^ Let me excuse thy courser, gentle boy ; 

And learn of him, I heartily beseech thee, 

To take advantage on presented joy ; 

Though I were dumb, yet his proceedings 
teach thee : 
O, learn to love ; the lesson is but plain, 
And, once made perfect, never lost again." 

•*I know not love,'* quoth he, ''nor will not 

know it, 
Unless it be a boar, and then I chase it ; 
*Tis much to borrow, and I will not owe it ; 
My love to love is love but to disgrace it; 
For I have heard it is a life in death. 
That laughs, and weeps, and all but with a 
breath. 

•* Who wears a garment shapeless and unfin- 
ished? 
Who plucks the bud before one leaf put forth ? 
If springing things be any jot diminished, 
They wither in their prime, prove nothing 
worth: [young, 

The colt that's backed and burdeneci being 
Loseth his pride, and never waxeth strong 

* You hurt my hand with wringing ; let us 

part. 

And leav6 this idle theme, this bootless chat : 

Remove your sie^e from my unyielding heart ; 

To love's alarm it will not ope the gate : 

Dismiss your vows, your feigned tears, your 

'flattery; [battery.'*. 

For where a heart is hard, they make no 
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•'What! canst thou talk," quoth she, "hast 
thou a tongue ? 

O, would thou hadst not, or I had no hearing! 

Thy mermaid's voice hath done me double 
wrong; [ing: 

I had my load before, now press'd with bear- 
Meloaious discord, heavenly tune harsh- 
sounding. 
Ear's deep-sweet music, and heart's deep>- 
sore wounding. • 

*< Had I no eyes, but ears, my ears would love 

That inward beauty and invisible ; 

Or, were I deaf, thy outward parts would 

move 
Each part in me that were but sensible : 
Though neither eyes nor ears, to hear nor 

see, 
Yet should I be in love, by touching thee. 

" Say, that the sense of feeling were bereft me 

And that I could not see, nor hear, nor touch. 

And nothing but the very smell were left me, 

Yet would my love to thee.be still as much ; 

For from the still'tory of thy face excelling 

Comes breath perfumed, that breedeth love 

by smelling. 

*< But O, what banquet wert thou to the tastc^ 
Bein^ nurse and feeder of the other four I 
Would they not wish the feast might ever last, 
And bid suspicion double-lock the door? 
Lest Jealousy, that sour unwelcome j^uest. 
Should^ by his stealing in, disturb the wast.* 
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Once more the rubv-color'd portal open'd 
Which to his speech did honey passage vield| 
Like a red morn, that ever yet betoken'd 
Wreck to the seaman, tempest to the field, 
Sorrow to shepherds, woe unto the birds. 
Gusts and foul flaws to herdmen and to 
herds. 

This ill presage advisedly she marketh : 
Even as the wind is hush'd before it raineth, 
Or as the wolf doth ^rin before he barketh, 
Or as the berry breaks before it staineth, 
Or like the deadly bullet of a gun, 
His meaning struck her ere his words be* 
gun. 

And at his look she flatly falleth down, 

For looks kill love, and love by looks reviv 

eth: 
A smile recures the wounding of a frown, 
But blessed bankrupt, that by love so thriv- 
eth I 
The silly boy, believing she is dead, 
Claps her pale cheek, till clapping makes 
it red ; 

And all-amazed brake off his late intent, 
For sharply he did think to reprehend her. 
Which cunning love did wittily prevent : 
Fair hXL the wit that can so well defend her! 
For on the grass she lies as she were shun, 
Till his breath breatheth life in her again. 
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He wrings her nose, he strikes her on the 
cheeks, 

He bends her fingers, holds her pulses hard ; 

He chafes her lips ; a thousand ways he seeks 

To mend the hurt that his unkindness marred ; 
He kisses her ; and she, by her good will, 
Will never rise, so he will kiss her still. 

The night of sorrow now is turn'd to day : 
Her two blue windows faintly she up-heaveth, 
Like the fair sun, when in his fresh array 
He cheers the mom, and all the world reliev* 
eth: 
And as the brip^ht sun glorifies the sky, 
So is her £ace illumined with her eye ; 

Whose beams upon his hairless face are fix'd, 
As if from thence they borrowed all their 

shine. 
Were never four such lamps together mix'd, 
Had not his clouded with his brows' repine ; 
But hers, which through the crystal tears 

gave light. 
Shone like the moon in water seen by night. 

* O, where am I ? " qnoth she, " in earth or 

heaven. 
Or in the ocean drench 'd, or in the fire ? 
What hour is this ? or mom or weary even ? 
Po I delight to die, or life desire ? 
But now I lived, and life was death's anr 

noy; 
But now I died, and death was lively loy. 
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" O, thou didst kill me ; — ^kill me once again ! 
Thy eyes' shrewd tutor, that hard heart of 

thine, 
Hath taught them scornful tricks, and such 

disdain, 
That the^ have murdered this poor heart of 

mme; 
And these mine eyes, true leaders to theii 

queen. 
But for thy piteous lips no more had seen. 

" Long may they kiss each other, for this 

cure ! 
O, never let their crimson liveries wear ! 
And as they last, their verdure still endure. 
To drive infection from the dangerous year ! 
That the star-gazers, having writ on death, 
May say, the plague is banished by thy 
breath. 

" Pure lips, sweet seals in my soft lips im- 
printed. 

What bargains may I make, still to be seal- 
ing? 

To sell myself I can be well contented, 

So thou wilt buy, and pay, and use good deal- 
ing; 
Which purchase if thou make, for fear of 

slips, 
Set thy seal-manual on my wax-red lips. 

^ A thousand kisses buys my heart from me| 
And pay them at thy leisure, one by one. 
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What is ten hundred touches unto thee ? 
Are they not quickly told, and quickly eone ? 

Say, tor non-payment that the debt should 
double. 

Is twenty hundred kisses such a trouble ? " 

** Fair queen," quoth he, " if any love you owe 

me. 
Measure my strangeness with my unripe 

years ; 
Before I know myself, seek not to know me ; 
No fisher but the unerown fry forbears ; 
The mellow plum doth fall, the green sticks 

fast, 
Or being early pluck'd is sour to taste. 

*Look, the world's comforter, with weary 

gait, 
His day's hot task hath ended in the west : 
The owl, night's herald, shrieks, — 'tis very 

' late; 
The sheep are gone to fold, birds to their 
nest; 
And coal-black clouds that shadow heaven's 

light 
Do summon us to part, and bid good night 

* Now let me say * good night,* and so say 

you; 
UyoQ will say so you shall have a kiss." 
^ Good night," quoth she ; and, ere he saya 

"adHeu," 
The honey fee of parting tendered b : 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



136 VENUS AND ADONIS. 

Her arms do lend his neck a sweet em 

brace'; 
Incorporate then they seem; face grows 

to face ; 

Till, breathless, he disjoined, and backward 

drew 
The heavenly moisture, that sweet coraJ 

mouth, 
Whose precious taste her thirsty lips well 

knew, 
Whereon they surfeit, yet complain on 

drouth : 
He with her plenty pressed, she ^int with 

dearth, 
(Their lips together glued,) fall to the earth. 

Now quick Desire hath caught the yielding 

prey, 
And glutton-like she feeds, yet never filleth ; 
Her lips are conquerors, his lips obey, 
Paving what ransom the insulter willeth ; 
Whose vulture thought doth pitch the price 

so high, 
That she will draw his lips' rich treasure 
dry. 

And having felt the sweetness of the spoil, 
With blinolold fury she begins to forage ; 
Her face doth reek and smoke, her blood 

doth boil. 
And careless lust stirs up a de^ierate ooiir 

age; 
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Plantingoblivion, beating reason back, 
Forgetting shame's pure blush, and honor's 
wrack. • 

Hot, faint, and weary, with her hard em 

bracing, 
Like a wild bird being tamed with too much 

handling. 
Or as the fleet-foot roe that's tired with 

chasine, 
Or like the toward infant stilPd with dan^ 

dling. 
He now obeys, and now no more resisteth, 
While she takes all she can, not all 3he 

listeth. 

What wax so frozen but dissolves with tem- 
pering. 

And yields at last to every light impression ? 

Things out of hope are compass'd oft with 
venturing. 

Chiefly in love, whose leave exceeds com- 
mission : 
Affection faints not like a pale-faced cow- 
ard. 
But then -woos best when most his choice 
is froward. 

When he did frown, O, had she then gaw 

over, 
Such Qect»r from his lips she had not sudk^d. 
Fool words and frowns must n»t repel a 

itver; 
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What though the rose have prickles, yet ^ 
plucked : 
Were beauty under twenty locks kept fast. 
Yet love breaks through, and picks them 
all at last 

For pity now she can no more detain him ; 
The poor fool prays her that he may depart : 
She is resolved no longer to restrain him ; 
Bids him farewell, and lopkwell to her heart. 

The which, by Cupid's bow she doth 
protest, 

He carries thence incagM in his breast 

•* Sweet boy," she says, " this night I'll waste 
in sorrow, 

For my sick heart commands mine eyes to 
watch. 

Tell me, Love's master, shall we meet to- 
morrow ? 

Say, shall we ? shall we ? wilt thou make the 
match ? " 
He tells her no ; to-morrow he intends 
To hunt the boar with certain of his friends. 

"The boar! " quoth she; whereat a sudden 

pale. 
Like lawn being spread upon the blushing 

rose, 
Usurps her cheeks ; she trembles at his tale, 
And on his neck her yokinearms she throws : 
She sinketh down, still hanging by his 

neck, 
He on her belly falls, she on her back. 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



VENUS AND ADONIS. 139 

Now Is she in the very lists of love, 

Her champion mounted for the hot encounter: 

All is imaginary she doth prove, 

He will not manage her, although he moimt 
her; 
That worse than Tantalus' is her annoy, 
To clip Elysium, and to lack her joy. • 

£ven as poor birds, deceived with painted 

grapes. 
Do sutteit by the eye, and pine the maw, 
Even so she languisheth in her mishaps, 
As those poor birds that helpless berries saw: 
The warm effects which she in him finds 

missing, 
She seeks to kindle with continual kissing. 

But all in vain ; eood queen^ it will not be : 
She hath assay 'das much as may be proved ; 
Her pleading hath deserved a greater fee ; 
She's Love, she loves, and yet she is not 
loved. 
" Fie, fie," he says, " you crush me ; let mo 

go; 
You have no reason to withold me so." 

** Thou hadst been gone," quoth she, " sweet 

boy, ere this. 
But that thou told'st me thou wouldst hunt 

the boar. 
O, be advised ? thou know'st not what it is 
With javelin's point a churlish swine to gore. 
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Whose tushes never-sheathed he whetteth 

stm, 
Like to a mortal butcher, bent to kill. 



• On his bow-back he hath a battle set 
Of briskly pikes, that ever threat his foes ; 
His eyes like glowworms shine when he doth 

fret : 
His snout digs sepulchres where'er he goes ; 
Being moved, he strikes whate'er is in his 

way. 
And whom he strikes his cruel tushes slay. 

** His brawny sides, with hairy bristles arm'd, 
Are better proof than thy spear's point can 

enter ; 
His short thick neck cannot be easily harm'd; 
Being ireful, on the lion he will venture : 
The thorny brambles and embracing 

bushes. 
As fearful of him, part ; through whom he 
rushes. 

** Alas, he nought esteems that face of thfne^ 
To which Love's eyes pay tributary fi;azes ; 
Nor thy soft hands, sweet lips, and crysta. 

eyne. 
Whose full perfection all the world amazes ; 
But having thee at vantage (wondrous 

dread V) 
Would root these beauties as he roots tht 
mead. 
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** O, let him keep his loathsome cabin still ! 
Beauty hath nought to do with such foul 

fiends : 
Come not within his danger by thy will ; - 
They that thrive well take counsel of their 

friends. 
When thou didst name the boar, not to 

dissemble, 
I fear'd thy fortune, and my joints did 

tremble. 



^ Didst thou not mark my face ? was it not 

white ? 
Saw'st thou not signs of fear lurk in mine 

eye ? 
Grew I not faint ? and fell I not downright ? 
Within my bosom, whereon thou dost lie, 

My bocficg heart pants, beats, and takes no 
• rest, 

But, like an earthquake, shakes thee on 
my breast 

" For where Love reigns, disturbing Jealousy 
Doth call himself AfiEection's sentinel ; 
Gives false alarms, suggesteth mutiny, 
And in a peaceful hour doth cry, 'kill, kill ; ' 
Distempering gentle Love in his desire. 
As air and water do abate the fire. 

*<This sour informer, this bate-breeding 

spy* 

This canker that eats up Love's tender soring 
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This carry-tale, dissenslous Jealousy, 
That sometime true news, sometime fake 
doth bring. 
Knocks at my heart, and whispers in mine 

ear, 
That if I love thee, I thy death should fear: 

*< And, more than so, presenteth to mine eye 
The picture of an angry-chafine boar, 
Under whose sharp fangs on nis back doth 

lie 
An image like thyself, all stain'd with gore } 
Whose blood upon the fresh flowers being 

shed 
Doth make them droop with grief, and hang 
the head. 

«* What should I do, seeing thee so indeed, 

That tremble at the imagination ? 

The thought of it doth make my faint heart 
bleed, 

And fear doth teach it divination : 

I prophesy thy death, mv living sorrow. 
If thou encounter with the boar to-morrow. 

"But if thou needs will hunt, be ruled by 

me 
Uncouple at the timorous flying hare. 
Or at the fox, which lives by subtlety, 
Or at the roe, which no encounter d2i*e : 
Pursue these fearful creatures o'er the 

downs, 
And on thy well-breathed horse keep wiA 
thy hounds* , ^^,,^ 
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* And when thoa hast on foot the purblind 

hare, 
Mark the poor wretch, to overshoot his 

troubles. 
How he outruns the wind, and widi what care 
He cranks and crosses, with a thousand 
doubles : 
The many musits through the which he goes 
Are like a labyrinth to amaze his foes. 

** Sometime he runs among a flock of sheep, 
To make the cunning hounds mistake their 
, smell, [keep. 

And sometime where earth-delving conies 
To stop the loud pursuers in their yell ; 
And sometime sorteth with a herd of deer : 
Danger deviseth shifts ; wit waits 00 fear : 

" For there his smell with others being min- 
gled, [doubt. 
The hot scent-snuffing liounds are driven to 
Ceasing their -cfannorous cry till they have 

singled 
With much ado the cold fault cleanly out ; 
Then do they spend their mouths : Echo 

replies, 
As if another chase were in the skies 

** By this, poor Wat, far off upon a hill. 
Stands on his hinder legs with listening 

ear. 
To hearken if his foes pursue him still ; 
Anon their loud alarums he doth hear : 
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And; now his |vie£ ma^be compart well 
To one sore sick that hears the passing* 
belL 

<**Then shalt thou see the dsw-bedabbbdl 

wretch 
Turn, and return, indenting with- the way ; 
Each envious briar his weary legs doth 

scratch. 
Each shadow makes him stop, each murmur 
stay: 
For misery is trodden on by many, 
And being low never relieved by any. • 

" Lie Quietly, and hear a little more ; 
Nay, ao not struggle, for thou shalt not rise : 
To make thee hate the hunting of the boar, 
Unlike myself thou hear'st me moralize. 

Applying this to that, and so to so ; 

For love can cdmment upon every woe. 

•♦ Where did I leave ? "— " No matter where,'^ 

quoth he ; 
" Leave me, and then the story apdy ends : 
The night is spent."—" Why, what of that ? " 

quoth she. 
** I am," quoth he, "expected of mv friends ; 
And now 'tis dark, and going I shall fall.** 
"In night,'* quoth she, " desire sees best 
ofaU. 

" But if thou fall, O, then imagine this. 
The earth In love with thee thy footing trips, 
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And all is but to rob thee of a kiss. 

Rich preys make true men thieves; so do 
thy lips 
Make modest Dian cloudv and forlorn, 
Lest she should steal a lass, and die for- 



** Now of this dark night I perceive the rea^ 

*son : 

Cynthia for shame obscures her silver shine, 

Till forging Nature be condemned o£ treason, 

For stewing moulds from heaven that were 

divine, 

Wherein she framed thee in high heaven's 

despite, 
To shame the sun by day, and her by night, 

*< And therefore hath she bribedthe Destinies^ 
To cross the curious workmanship of Nature, 
To mingle beauty with infirmities, 
And pure perfection with impure defeature ; 
Making it subject to the tyranny 
Of mad mischances and much misery ; 

'< As burning fevers, agues, pale and faint^ 
Life^poisoning pestilence, and frencies wood» 
The marrow-bating sickness, whose attaint 
Disorder breeds by heating of the Mood : 
Surfeits, imposUiumes, gri^ and damn'd 

despair. 
Swear Nature's death for framiog thee so 
fair. 
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** And not the least or all these maladies, 
But in one minute's fight brings beauty 

under : 
Both favor, savor, hue, and qualities, 
Whereat the impartial gazer late did wonder^ 
Are on the sudden wasted, thaw'd, and 

done, 
As mountain-snow melts with the mid-day 
sun. 

** Therefore, despite of fruitless chastity. 
Love-lacking vestals, and self-loving nuns, 
That on the earth would breed a scarcity 
And barren dearth of daughters and sons, 
Be prodigal : the lamp tnat burns by niebt 
Dries up his oil to lend the world his light. 

•* What is thy body but a swallowing grave, 

Seemine to bury tnat posterity 

Which by the rights of time thou needs must 
have, 

If thou destroy them not in dark obscurity ? 
If so, the world will hold thee in disdain, 
Sith in thy pride so fair a hope is slain. 

" So in thyself thyself art made away ; 

A mischief worse than civil home-bred strife. 

Or theirs whose desperate hands themselves 

do slay. 
Or butcher-sire, that reaves his son of life. 
Foul-cankering rust the hidden treasure 

frets. 
But gold that's put to use more gold be* 
gets:' 
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"Nay, then," quoth Adon, "you will fall 

again 
Into your idle over-handled theme ; 
The kiss I gave you is bestow'd in vain, 
And all in vain you strive against the stream ; 
For by this black-faced night, desire's foul 

nurse. 
Your treatise makes me like you worse and 
worse. 

"If love have lent you twenty thousand 

tongues, 
And every tongue more moving than your 

own. 
Bewitching like the wanton mermaid's songs. 
Yet from mine ear the tempting tune is blown ; 
For know, my heart stands armed in mine 

ear, 
And will not let a false sound enter there ; 

" Lest the deceiving harmony should run 
Into the quiet closure of my oreast ; 
And then my little heart were quite undone. 
In his bedchamber to be barr'd of rest. 
No, lady, no ; my heart longs not to gp*oan. 
But soundly sleeps, while now it sleeps 
alone. 

" What have you urged that I cannot reprove ? 
The path is smooth that leadeth on to danger; 
I hate not love, but your device ih love. 
That lends embracements unto every strar 
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You do it for increase ; O, strange excuse I 
When reason is the bawd to lust's abuse. 

" Call it not love, for Love to heaven is fled. 
Since sweating Lust on earth usurped his 

nsune; 
Under whose simple semblance he hath fed 
* Upon fresh beauty, blotting it with blame ; 
Which the hot tyrant stains, and soon be* 

reaves. 
As caterpillars do the tender leaves. 

" Love comforteth like sunshine after rain, 

But Lust's effect is tempest after sun ; 

Love's gentle spring .doth always fresh re* 
main, 

Lust's winter comes ere summer half be done. 
Love surfeits not ; Lust like a glutton dies • 
Love is all truth ; Lust full of forged lies. 

" More I could tell, but more I dare not say; 
The text is old, the orator too green : 
Therefore, in sadness, now I will away ; 
My face is full of shame, my heart of teen ; 
Mine ears, that to your wanton talk attend- 
ed. 
Do burn themselves for having so offend* 
ed." * 

With this, he breaketh from the sweet em* 

brace 
Of those fair arms which bound him to hef 

breast, 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



VENUS AND AOON/S, 149 

And homeward Ihroi^ the dark laund nms 

apace : 
Leaves Love upon her back deeply distress^. 
Look, how a bright star shooteth from the 



So glides he in the night from Venus' eye'^ 

Which after him she darts, as one on shore 

Gazing upon a late-embarked friend, 

Till the wild waves will have him seen nt 

more. 
Whose ridges with the meeting clouds con* 
tena; 
So did the merciless and pitchy night 
Fold in the object that did feed her sight 

Whereat amazed, as one that unaware 
Hath droppM a precious jewel in the flood. 
Or 'stonish'd as night-wanderers often are, 
Their light blown out in some mistrustful 
• wood, 
Even so confounded in the dark she lay, 
Having lost the fair discovery of her way. 

And now she beats her heart, whereat it 

groans. 
That all the neighbor-caves, as seeming trou- 
bled, 
Make verbal repetition of her moans ; 
Passion on passion deeply is redoubled : 
"Ah me ! " she cries, and twenty times, 

"Woe, woe!" 
And twenty echoes twenty times cry sa 
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She, marking them, begins a watUng note. 
And sings extemporally a woeful ditty ; 
How love makes young men thrall, and old 

men dote ; 
How love is wise in folly, foolish-witty : 
Her heavy anthem still concludes in 

^'Woe," 
And still the choir of echoes answer so. 

Her song was tedious, and outwore the night. 

For lovers' hours are long, though seemmg 

short : [light 

If pleased themselves, others, they think, de- 

In such-like circumstance, with such-like 

sport : 

Their copious stories, oftentimes begun, 

End without audience, and are never done. 

For who hath she to spend the night withal, 
But idle sounds-resembling parasites, [call, 
Like shrill-tongued tapsters answering every 
Soothing the humor of fantastic wits T • 

She says, " 'tis so : " they answer all, " 'tis 
so ; " 

And would say after her, if she said " no." 

Lo ! here the gentle lark, weary of rest, 
From his moist cabinet mounts up on high, 
And wakes the morning, from whose silver 

breast 
The sun ariseth in his majesty ; 
Who doth the world so gloriously behold, 
The cedar-tops and hills seem burnished 
gold. 
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Vienns isaltites him with this fair goou-mor- 

row: 
" O, thou clear god, and patron of all light, 
From whom each lamp and shining star doth 

borrow [brieht, 

The beauteous influence that makes him 

There lives a son, that suck'd an earthly 

mother. 
May lend thee light, as thou dost lend to 

other." 

This said, she hasteth to a myrtle grove, 
Musing the morning is so much overworn, 
And yet she hears no tidings of her love : 
She hearkens for his hounds » and for his 
horn: 
Anon she hears them chant it lustily, 
And all in haste she coasteth to the cry. 

And as she runs, the bushes in the way 
Some catch her by the neck, some kiss her 

face, 
Some twine about her thigh to make her stay; 
She wildly breaketh from their strict embrace. 
Like a milch doe, whose swelling dugs do 

ache. 
Hasting to feed her fawn hid in some brake. 

By this, she hears the hounds are at a bay; 
whereat she starts, like one that spies ao 

adder 
Wreathed up in fatal folds, just in his way, 
The fear whereof doth make him shake and 

shudder ; 
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Even so the timorous yelping of the hounds 
Appals her senses, and her spirit con- 
founds. 

For now she knows it is no gentle chase. 
But the blunt boar, rough bear, or lion proud. 
Because the cry remaineth in one place, 
Where fearfully the dogs exclaim aloud : 
Finding their enemy to be so curst, 
They aB strain court'sy who shall cope him 
first. 

This dismal cry rings sadly in her ear. 
Through which it enters to surprise her heart; 
Who, overcome by doubt and bloodless fear. 
With cold-pale weakness numbs each feeling 
part: 
Like soldiers, when their captain once doth 

yield. 
They basely <fly, and dare not stds^ the field. 

Thus stands she in a trembling ecstasy ; 
Till, cheering up her senses seFe"disma3r^i, 
She tells them 'tis a causeless i^oitasy. 
And childish error, that they are afraid ; 
Bids them leave quaking, bids them fear 

no more : — 
And whh that^ord she spied the hunted 
Ijoar; 

Whose frothy mouth, bepainted «dl with red, 
Like milk and blood being mingled botii 
together, 
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A second fear through all her sinews spread, 
Which madly hurries her she knows not 
whither ; 
This way she runs, and now she will no 

further, 
But back retires, to rate the boar for mur« 
ther. 

A thousand spleens bear her a thousand 

ways ; 
She treads the path that she untreads again ; 
Her more than haste is mated with delajrs. 
Like the proceedings of a drunken brain. 
Full of respect, yet nought at all respect- 
ing, 
In hand with all things, nought at all 
effecting. 

Here kennell'd in a brake she finds a hounds 
And asks the weary caitiff for his master ; 
And there another licking of his wound, 
'Gainst venom'd sores the only sovereign 
plaster ; 
And here she meets another sadly scowl* 

ing, 
To whom she speaks, and he replies with 
howling. 

When he hath ceased his ill-resounding noise. 
Another fiap-mouth'd mourner, black and 

Against the welkin volleys out his voice t 
Another and another answer hinii 
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Clapping their proud tails to the ground 

below, 
Shaking their scratch'd ears, bleeding as 

they go. 

Look, how the world's poor people are amazed 
At apparitions, signs and prodigies, 
Whereon with fearful eyes they long have 

gazed, 
Infusing them with dreadful prophecies : 
So she at these sad signs draws up her 

breath, 
And, sighing it again, exclaims on Death : 

" Hard-favor'd tyrant, ugly, meagre, lean, 
Hateful divorce of love,'' (thus chides she 

Death,) 
"Grim-grinning ghost, earth's worm, what 

dost thou mean 
To stifle beauty, and to steal his breath, 
Who when he lived, his breath and beauty 

set 
Gloss on the rose, smell to the violet ? 

" If he be dead, — O no, it cannot be. 
Seeing his beauty, thou shouldst strike at 

it:— 
O yes, it may ; thou hast no eyes to see, 
But hatefullv at random dost thou hit. 
Thy mark is feeble age; but thy Idto 

dart 
Mistakes that aim, and cleaves an infant'St 
heart. 
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^ Hadst thou but bid beware, then he liaid 

spoke, 
And hearing him, thy power had lost hJs 

power. 
The Destinies will curse thee for this stroke ; 
They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluck'st a 

flower: [fled 

Love's golden arrow at him should have 
And not Death's ebon dart, to strike him 

dead. 

•* Dost thou drink teirs, that thou prorv^k'st 

snch weeping ? 
What may a heavy groan advantage thee ? 
Why hast thou cast into eternal sleeping 
Those eye.9 that taught all other eyes to see ? 
Now Naiure cares not for thy mortal vigor, 
Since htr best work is ruin'd with thy 
rigor " 

Here overcome, as one full of despair, 

She vaiPd h6r eyelids, who, like siutees, 

stopp'd 
The crystal tide tiiat from her two checks 

fail • 
In the sweet channel of her bosom dropp'd ; 
But through the flood-gat^s breaks tho 

silver rain. 
And with his strong course opens 'theni^ 

again. 

O, how her eyes and tears did lend and 

borrow ! 
Her eyes seen in the tears, tears to her cyef 
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Botb oystals, where tbey view'd each others 

sorrow, 
Sorrow, that friendly sighs sought still to dr^$ 
But like a stormy day, now wind, now rain. 
Sighs dry her cheeks, tears make them wet 
again. 

Variable passions throng her constant woe, 
As striving^ who shoum best become her 

grief; 
All entertained, each passion labors so 
That every present sorrow seemeth chief, 
But none is best; then join they all to* 

getber. 
Like many clouds consulting for foul wear 
ther. 

By this, far off she hears some huntsmen 
hollo : [well : 

A nurse's song ne'er pleas'd her babe so 
The dire imagination she did follow 
This sound of hope doth labor to expel; 
For now reviving joy bids her rejoice, 
And flatters her it is Adonis' voice. 

Whereat her tears began to turn their tide. 
Being prison'd in her eye, like pearls in 

glass: 
Yet sometimes falls an orient drop beside. 
Which her cheek melts, as scorning it should 
pass, [ground. 

To wash the foul face of the sluttish 
Who is but drunken when she seemeth 
drown'cL 
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O, hard-believing love, how strange it seem 
Not to believe, and yet too credulous I 
Thy weal and woe are both of them extremes, 
Despair and hope make thee ridiculous : 
The one doth flatter thee in thoughts un* 

likely, 
In likely thoughts the other kills thee 
quickly. 

Now she unweaves the web that she hath 

wrought ; 
Adonis lives, s^nd Death is not to blame ; 
It was not she that calPd him all-to naught ; 
Now she adds honors to his hateful name ; 
She clepes him king of graves, and grave 

for kings, 
Imperious supreme of all mortal things. 

*♦ No, no," quoth she, " sweet Death, I did 

but jest ; 
Yet pardon me, I felt a kind of fear, 
Whenas I met the boar, that bloody beast. 
Which knows no pity, but is still severe ; 
Then,e^entle shadow (truth I must confess), 
I rail'd on thee, fearing my love's decease, 

• *Tis not my fault : the boar provoked my 

tongue. 
Be wreak'don him, invisible commander; 
'TIS he, foul creature, that hath done tiiee 

wrong ; 
I did but act, he's author of thy slander: 
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Grief hath two tongues, and never womai 

yet, 
Could rule them both, without ten women's 

wit." 

Thus, hoping that Adonis is alive, 
Her rash suspect she doth extenuate; 
And that his beauty may the better thrive, 
With Death she humbly doth insinuate ; 

Tells him of trophies, statues, tombs ; and 
stories 

His victories, his triumphs, and his glories. 

** O Jove," quoth she, " how much a fool was 

1, 
To be of such a weak and silly mind, 
To wail his death who lives, and must not 

die, 
Till mutual overthrow .of mortal kind ! 
" For he being dead, with him is beauty 
slain, 
And, beauty dead, black chaos comes again. 

" Fie, fie, fond love, thou art so lull of fear 
As one with treasure laden, hemm'd with 

thieves ; 
Trifles, unwitnessed with eye or ear, 
Thy coward heart with false bethinking 
grieves." 
EJven at this word she hears a merry horn, 
Whereat she leaps that was but late for* 
lorn. 
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As falcon to the lure, away she flies ; 

The grass stoops not, she treads on it so 

light; 
And in her haste unfortunately spies 
The foul boar's conquest on her fair delight; 
Which seen, her eyes, as murder'd with the 

view, 
Like stars ashamed of day, themselves 
withdrew. 

Or, as the snail, whose tender horns being 

hit, 

Shrinks backward in his shelly cave with pain, 

And there, all smother'd up, in shade doth sit, 

Long after fearing to creep forth again ; 

So, at his bloody view, her eves are fled 

Into the deep dark cabins of her head \ 

Where they resign their ofiice and their light 
To the disposing of her troubled brain ; 
Who bids them still consort with ugly night, 
And never wound the heart with looks again ; 
Who, like a king perplexed in his throne, 
By their suggestion gives a deadly groan. 

Whereat each tributary subject quakes : 
As when the wind, imprison'd in the ground, 
Struggling for passage, earth's foundation 

shakes. 
Which with cold terror doth men's minds 
confound. 
This mutiny each part doth so surprise. 
That from their dark beds once more le?p 
her eyes ; 
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And, being open'd, threw unwilling light 
Upon the wide wound that the boar had 

trench 'd 
In his soft flank ; whose wonted lily white 
With purple tears, that his wound wept, wa« 

drench'd : 
No flower was nigh, no grass, herb, leaf, or 

weed. 
But stole his blood, and seem'd with him 

to bleed. 

This solemn sympathy poor Venus noteth ; 
Over one shoulder doth she hane her head ; 
Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth ; 
She thinks he could not die, he is not dead : 
Her voice is stopp'd, her joints forget to 

bow; 
Her eyes are mad that they have wept till 
now. 

Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly, 
That her sight dazzling makes the wound 

seem three ; 
And then she reprehends her mangling eye 
That makes more gashes where no breach 
should be : 
His face seems twain, each several limb is 

doubled; 
For oft the eye mistakes, the brain beinj 
troubled. 

* "htiv tongue cannot express mv grief for one, 
Ana yet," quoth she, "behold two Adons 
dead! 
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Mjr sipjhs are blown away, my salt tears gone. 

Mine eyes are tum'd to fire, my heart to 

lead : [fire I 

Heavy heart's lead, melt at mine eyes' red 

So shall I die by drops of hot desire. 

* Alas, poor world, what treasure hast thou 

lost ! 
What face remains alive that's worth the 

viewing ? 
Whose tons^e is music now? what canst 

thou boast 
Of things long since, or anything ensuing ? 
The nowers are sweet, their colors fresh 

and trim ; 
But true-sweet beauty lived and died with 

him. 

** Bonnet nor veil henceforth no creature 

wear ! 
Nor sun nor wind will ever strive to kiss you : 
Having no fair to lose, you need not fear; 
The sun doth scorn you, and the wind doth 
hiss you : 
But when Adonis lived, sun and sharp air 
Lurk'd like two thieves to rob him of his 
fair; 

•And therefore would he put his bonnet on. 
Under whose brim the gaudy sun would 

peep; 
The wind would blow it off, and, being gone. 
Play with his locks; then would Adm^ 

Weep; 
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And straight, in pity of his tender years, 
They both would strive who first should 
dry his tears. 

'* To see his face the lion walked along 
Behind some hedge, because he would not 

fear him ; 
To recreate himself, when he hath sung, 
The tiger would be tame, and gently hear 
him; 
If he had spoke, the wolf would leave his 

prey, 
And never fright the silly lamb that day. 

** When he beheld his shadow in the brook, 
The fishes spread on it their golden gills ; 
When he was by, the birds such pleasure 

took, 
That some .would sing, some other in their 

bills 
Would bring him mulberries, and ripe-red 

cherries ; 
He fed them with his sight, they him with 

berries. 

^ But this foul, grim, and urchin-snouted boar. 
Whose downward eye still looketh for a graye. 
Ne'er saw the beauteous livery that he wore : 
Witness the entertainment that he gave ; 
If he did see his face, why then I know 
He thought to kiss him, and hath ktll'd 
him so. 
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* 'Tis trae, 'tis true; thus was Adonis slain; 
He ran upon the boar with his sharp spear. 
Who did not whet his teeth at him again, 
But by a kiss thought to persuade him there ; 
And nuzzling in nis flank, the loving swine 
Sheathed, unaware, the tusk in his soft 
groin. 

** Had I been tooth'd like him, I must confess^ 
With kissing him I should have kiU'd him 

first; 
But he is dead, and never did he bless 
My youth with his ; the more am I accurst.'* 
With this, she falleth in the place she 

stood, 
And stains her face with his congealed 
blood. 

She looks upon his lips, and they are pale ; 
She takes him by the hand, and that is cold ; 
She whispers in his ears a heavy tale. 
As if they heard the woeful words she told : 
She lifts the coflFer-lids that close his eyes, 
• Where, lo ! two lamps, burnt out, in dark- 
njess lies. 

Two glasses, where herself herself beheld 
A thousand times, and now no more reflect ; 
Their virtue lost, wherein they late excelled, 
And every beauty robb'd of his e&ct : 
" Wonder of time," quoth she, " this 18 my 

spite, 
That, thou bdng dead, the day should yet 
be light 
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*< Since thou art dead, lo ! here I prophesy. 
Sorrow on love hereafter shall attend ; 
It shall be waited on with jealousy, 
Find sweet bes^inning, but unsavory end ; 

Ne'er settled equally, but high or low ; 

That all love's pleasure shall not match his 
woe. 

•* It shall be fickle, false, and full of fraud ; 
Bud and be blasted in a breathing-while ; 
The bottom poison, and the top o'erstraw'd 
With sweets that shall the truest sight beguile: 
The strongest body shall it make most 

weak, 
Strike the wise dumb, and teach the fool 
to speak. 

** It shall be sparing, and too full of riot ; 
Teaching decrepit age to tread the measures; 
The starmg ruffian shall it keep in quiet, 
Pluck down the rich, enrich the poor with 
treasures r 
It shall be raging-mad, and silly-mild. 
Make the young- old, the old become a 
child. 

* It shall suspect where is no cause of fear| 
It shall not fear where it should most m!s> 

trust; 
It shall be merciful, and too severe, 
And most deceiving when it seems most 

just; 
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Parverse it shall be where it shows most 

toward, 
Put fear to valor, courage to the coward* 

•* It shall be cause of war and dire events, 
And set dissention 'twixt the son and sire ; 
Subject and servile to all discontents. 
As ary combustious matter is to fire ; 

Sitii in his prime Death doth my love de- 
stroy. 
They that love best their loves shall not 
enjoy." 

By this, the boy that by her side lay kill'd 
Was melted like a vapor from her sight, 
And in his blood, that on the ground lay 

spill'd, 
A purple flower sprung up, chequered with 

white. 
Resembling well his pale cheeks, and the 

blood 
Which in round drops upon their whiteness 

stood* 

She bows her head, the new sprung flower to 

smell, 
Comparing it to her Adonis' breath ; 
And says, within her bosom it shall dwell. 
Since he himself is reft from her bv death : 
She crops the stalk, and in the breach ap- 
pears 
Green dropping sap, which she comparefl 
to tears* 
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*'Poor flower,*' quoth she, "this was thy 

father's guise, 
(Sweet issue of a more sweet-smelling sire,) 
For every little grief to wet his eyes : 
To grow unto himself was hig desire, 
And so 'tis thine ; but know, it is as good 
To wither in my breast as in his blocwL. 

"Here was thy father's bed, here fai my 

breast ; 
Thou art the next of blood, and 'tis thy right : 
Lo ! in this hollow cradle take thy rest. 
My throbbing heart shall rock thee day and 
night : 
There shall not be one mmute in an hoif^ 
Wherein I will not kiss my sweet love's 
flower." 

Thus weary of the world, away she hies, 
And yokes her silver doves ; by Whose swift 

aid 
Their mistress, mounted, through the etkptf 

sides 
In her light chariot quickly is convey'd ; 
Holding their course to Paphos, w1<^fe 

their queen 
Means to immure herself, and n6t be Sttn^ 
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THE 

RAPE OF LUCRECfi. 



TO THB 

RIGHT HON. HENRY WRIOTHESLY, 

Burl of Soutlutopton, tad Bts^m of TitelLfl«lt. 

Thb loVe I dedicate to your Lordship ift without end ; 
whereof this pamphlet, without beginning, is but a super* 
Ihious moiety. The warrant I haye of your honorable dis- 
position, not the worth of my untutorea Unes, r^okes it as* 
sured of acceptance. What I have done is voti-. what I 
have to do is yours ; being part in all I have, devwv.d yours. 
Were my worth i^reater, my duty would show greater: 
meantime, ^ it is, it is bound to your Lordship : t6 ^om I 
wMk hmg hfe, still lengthened with all happiAeA. 
Your Lordship's in all duty, ' 

William Sraicsfkhkb. 



THE ARGUMENT. 



liuaus Tarquinius (for his excessive pride snmamod 
Superbus), after he had caused his own father-in-law^ 
Servius Tullius, to be cruelly murdered, and, contrary to 



, went, i 

men of Rome, to Wiege Ardea. During which si^t 
the principal men of the army meetine one evening atthe 
tent of Sextus Tarquinius, the king's son, in their di»- 
courses after supper, etery one conmtiendiM the ^rtuesof 
his own wife ; among whom, CoUatinus extolled the in* 
comparable chastitv of his wife Lucretia. In that pleas- 
ant humor they all posted to Rome ; and mtendinj^, by 
their secret and sudden arrival, to make trial of that 
which •very one had before avouched, only CoUatinv 
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finds his wife (thouch it were late in the night) »;>inniii2 
amongst her maids : the other ladies were all fom»9 
dandns and revelling, or in several disports. Whereupon 
the ncmlemen yielded Collatinus the victory^ and his 
wife the fame. At that time Sextus Tarquimus, being 
inflamed with Lucreoe's bean^, yet smothering his pas* 
sions for the present, departea with the rest back to the 
camp: from vdMnce he shortly after privily withdrew 
himself, and was (according to nis estate) royally enter- 
tained and lodged bv Lncrece at Collatium. The same 
night he treacherously stealeth into her chamber, violently 
ravished her, and early in the morning speedeth away. 
Lucrece, in this lamentable ptight, hastily dispatcheth 
messengers, one to Rome for her lather, another to the 
camp for O^Uatine. They came, the one accompanied 
with Tunius Brutus, the other with Publius Valerias: 
and, finding Lucrece attired in mourning habit, demanded 
the cause of her sorrow. She. first takins an oath of 
tbem for her revenge, revealed the actor, and whole man* 
ner of his dealing, and withal suddenly stabbed' herself. 
Which done, with one consent they all vowed to root out 
the whole hated family of the Tarquins ; and bearing the 
dead body to Rome, Brutus acquamted the people with 
the doer and manner of the vile deed, with a bitter in- 
vective against the tyranny of the king : wherewith the 
people were so moved, that, with one consent and a gen- 
eral acclamation, the Tarmiins were all exiled, and the 
state government changed trom kings to consuli. 




IROM the besieged Ardea all in post, 
Borne by the trustless wings of 

false 8esire, 
Lust-breathed Tarquin leaves the 
Roman host, 
And to Collatium bears the lightless fire 
Which, in the pale embers hid, lurks to aspire. 
And girdle with embracing flames the 

waist 
Of Collatine's fair love, Lucrece tie chaste 
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Haply that name of chaste unhapp'ly set 
This bateless edge on his keen appetite, 
When CoUatine unwisely did not let 
To praise the clear unmatched red and white 
Which triumph 'd in that sky of his delight. 

Where mortal stars, as bright as heaven's 
beauties, 

With pure aspects did him peculiar duties. 

For he the night before, in Tarquin's tent, 
Unlocked the treasure of his happy state ; 
What priceless wealth the heavens had him 

lent 
In the possession of his beauteous mate ; 
Reckoning his fortune at such high-proud 

rate, 
That kings might be espoused to more 

fame. 
But Idng nor peer to such a peerless dame. 

' O happiness enjoy'd but of a few ! 
And, if possessed, as soon decay'd and done 
As is the morning's silver-melting dew 
Against the eolden splendor of the sun ? 
An expired date, cancelled ere well begun : 
Honor and beauty, in the owner's arms, 
Are weakly fortress'd from a world oi 
harms. 

Beauty itself doth of itself persuade 
The eyes of men without an orator ; 
What needeth, then, apologies be made 
To set forth that which is so singular ? 
Or why is Collatine the publisher 
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Of that rich jewel he should keep unknown 
From thievish ears, becanse it is his 
own? 

Perchance his boast of Lucrece' sovereignty 
Suggested this proud issue of a king ; 
For oy our ears our hearts oft tainted be : 
Perchance that envy of so rich a thing, 
Braving compare, disdainfully did sting 
His high-pitched thoughts, that meaner 

men should vaunt 
That golden hap which ^eir superiors 
want. 

But some untimely thought did instigate 
His all-too-timeless speed, if none of those : 
His honor, his affairs, his friends, his state, 
Neglected all, with swift intent he goes 
To quench the coal which in his liver glows. 
O rash-false heat, wrapped in repentant 
cold, * 

Thy hasty spring still blasts, and ne'er 
grows old! 

When at Collatium this false lord arrived, 
Well was he welcomed by the Roman dame. 
Within whose face beauty and virtue strived 
Which of them both should underprop her 

fame : 
When virtue bragg'd, beauty would blush for 
shame ; 
When beauty boasted blushes, in despite 
Virtue would stain fhat or with silvel 
white. 
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But beauty, in that white intituled, 

From Venus' doves doth challenge that fair 

field: 
Then virtue claims from beauty beauty's red, 
Which virtue gave the golden age, to gild 
Their silver cheeks, and calPd it then their 

shield ; 
Teaching them thus to use it in the fight, — 
When shame assail'd, the red should fence 

the white. 

This heraldry in Lucrece' face was seen, 
Argued by beauty's red and virtue's white : 
Of either's color was the other queen, 
Proving from world's minority their right : 
Yet their ambition makes them still to fight ; 
The sovereignty of either being so great. 
That oft they interchange each other's 
seat. 

This silent war of lilies and of roses 
Which Tarquin view'd in her fair Isice's field, 
In their pure ranks his traitor eye encloses ; 
Where, lest between them both it should be 

kiird. 
The coward captive vanquished doth yield 
To those two armies that would let him go, 
Rather than triumph in so false a foe. 

Now thinks he that her husband's shallow 

tongue 
(The niggard prodigal that praised her so) 
In that high task hath done her beauty wrong. 
Which far exceeds his barren skill to show ' 
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Therefore that praise which CoUatine doft 
owe, 
Enchanted Tarquin answers with surmise^ 
In silent wonder of still-gazing eyes. 

This earthly saint, adored by this devil, 
Little suspecteth the false worshipper ; 
For unstain'd thoughts do seldom dream on 

evil ; 
Birds never limed no secret bushes fear : 
So guiltless she securely gives good cheer 
And reverend welcome to her princely 
guest, [press'd : 

Whose inward ill no outward harm ex* 

For that he color'd with his hi^h estate, 
Hiding base sin in plaits of majesty ; 
That nothing in him seem'd inordinate, 
Save sometime too much wonder of his eye. 
Which, having all, all could not satisfy ; 
But poorly rich, so wanteth in his store 
That, cloy'd with much, he pineth still for 
more. 

But she, that never coped with stranger eyes, 
Could pick no meaning from their parling 

looks, 
Nor read the subtle-shining secrecies 
Writ in the glassy margents of such books ; 
She touch'd no unknown baits, nor fear'd no 

hooks ; 
Nor could she moralize his wanton sight 
More than his eyes were open'd to the 

light 
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He stories to her ears her husband's feune. 
Won in the fields of fruitful Italy ; [name. 
And decks with praises Collatine's high 
Made glorious by his manly chivalry, 
With bruised arms and wreaths of victory; 

Her joy with heaved-up hand she doth ex* 
press, [success. 

And, wordless, so greets heaven for his 

Far from the purpose of his coming thither. 
He makes excuses for his being there. 
No cloud^r show of stormy blustering weather 
Doth yet in his fair welkin once appear; 
Till sable Night, mother of Dread and Fear, 

Upon the world dim darkness doth dis> 
play, 

And in her vaul'y prison stows the day. 

For then is Tarcjuin brought unto his bed. 
Intending weariness with heavy spright ; 
For, after supper, long he questioned 
With modest Lucrece, and wore out the 
night : [fight ; 

Now leaden slumber with life's strength doth 
And every one to rest themselves betake, 
Save thieves, and cares, and troubled 
minds, that wake. 

As one of which doth Tarquin lie revolving 
The sundry dangers of his will's obtaining ; 
Yet ever to obtain his will resolving. 
Though weak-built hopes persuade him to 

abstaining ; 
Despair to gain doth traffic oft for gsuning ; 
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And when great treasure is the meed pro 

posed, [supposed* 

Though death be adjunct, there's no death 

Those that much covet are mth gam so fond, 
That what they have not, that which they 

possess 
They scatter and unloose it from their bond, 
And so, by hoping more, they have but less ; 
Or, gaining more, the profit of excess 
Is but to surfeit, and such griefs sustain. 
That they prove bankrupt in this poor- 
rich gain. 

The aim of ali is but to nurse the life [age ; 
With honor, wealth, and ease, in waning 
And in this aim there is such thwarting 

strife. 
That one for all, or all for one we gage ; 
As life for honor in fell battle's rage ; 

Honor for wealth ; and oft tlSit wealth 

doth cost 
The death of all, and all together lost 

So that in venturing ill we leave to be 

The things we are, for that which we expect v 

And this ambitious foul infirmity, 

In having much, torments us with defect 

Of that we have : so then we do neglect 

The thing we have, and, all for want of 
wit, [it. 

Make something nothing, by augmenting 

Such hazard now must doting Tarquin makc^ 
Pawning hid honor to obtain' his lust ; 
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And for himself himself he must forsake : 
•f hen where is truth, if there be no self-trust ? 
When shall he think to find a stranger just, 

When he himself himself confounds, be- 
trays [f ul days ? 

To slanderous tongues, and wretched hate- 

Kow stole upon the time the dead of night, 
When heavy sleep had closed up mortftl 

eyes ; 
No comfortable star did lend his light, 
No noise but owls' and wolves' death-boding 

cries ; [prise 

Now serves the season that they may sur- 

The silly lambs ; pure thoughts are dead 

and still, [kill. 

While lust and murder wake to stain and 

And now this lustful lord leap'd from his bed. 
Throwing his mantle rudely o*er his arm ; 
Is madly toss'd between desire and dread ; 
Th' one sweetly flatters, th' other feareth 
' harm ; [charm, 

But honest Fear, bewitch'd with lust's foul 
Doth too-too oft betake him to retire, 
Beaten away by brain-sick rude Desire. 

His falchion on a flint he softly smitetfa. 
That from the cold stone sparks of fire do 

Whereat a waxen torch forthwith he lightetl^ 
Which must be lode-star to his lustful eye ; 
And to the flame thus speaks advisedly : 
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" As from this cold flint I enforced thb 

fire, 
So Lucrece must I force to my desire.** 

Here pale with fear he doth premeditate 
The dangers of his loathsome enterprise, 
And in his inward mind he doth debate 
What following sorrow may on this arise ; 
Then looking scornfully, he doth despise 
|iis naked armor of still-slaughter'd lust, 
And justly thus controls his thoughts un- 
just: 

* Fair torch, burn out thy light, and lend it 

not 
To darken her whose light excelleth thine ! 
And die, unhallow'd thoughts, before you blot 
With your uncleanness that which is divine ! 
Offer pure incense to so pure a shrine : 
Let fair humanity abhor the deed 
That spots and stains love's modest snow* 
white weed. 

" O shame to knighthood and to shining 
arms ! 

O foul dishonor to my household's grave ! 

O impious act, including all foul harms ! 

A martial man to be soft fancy's slave ; 

True valor still a true respect should have ; 
Then my digression is so vile, so base. 
That it will live engraven i^ my face. 

** Yea, though I die, the scandal will survive^ 
And be an eyesore in my golden coat : 
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Some loathsome dash the herald will con* 
trive, 

To cipher me how fondly I did dote ; 

That my posterity, shamed with the note, 
Shall curse my bones, and hold it for no sin 
To wish that I their father had not bin. 

** What win I, if I gain the thing I seek ? 
A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy : 
Who buys a minute's mirth to wail a week ? 
Or sells eternity to get a toy ? 
For one sweet grape who will the vine de« 

stroy ? 
Or what fond beggar, but to touch the 

crown, 
Would with the sceptre straight be strucken 

down ? 

•* If CoUatinus dream of my intent, 
Will he not wake, and in a desperate rage 
Post hither, this vile purpose to prevent ? 
This siege that hath engirt his marrikge, 
This blur to youth, this sorrow to the sage. 
This dying virtue, this surviving shame. 
Whose crime will bear an ever^uring 
Uame ? 

** O, what excuse can my invention make. 
When thou shalt charge me with so black a 

deed ? 
Will not my tongue be mute, my frail joints 

shake? [bleed? 

Mine eyes forego their light^ my false hear 
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The guilt being great, the fear doth still e* 
ceed ; 
And Extreme fear can neither fight nor fly^ 
But, coward-like, with trembling terror die. 

" Had Collatinus kilVd my son or sire, 
Or lain in ambush to betray my lile. 
Or were he not my dear friend, this desire 
Might have excuse to work upon his wife, 
As in revenge or quittal of such strife : 
But as he is my kinsman, my dear friend. 
The shame and fault finds no excuse nor 
end. 

" Shameful it is ; — ay, if the fact be known : 
Hateful it is : — there is no hate in loving : 
m beg her love ; — ^but she is not her own ; 
The worst is but denial, and reproving : 
My will is strong, past reason's weak remo^* 
ing. 
Who fears a sentence or an old man's saw 
Shall by a painted cloth be kept in awe." 

Thus, graceless, holds he disputation 
•Tween frozen conscience and hot-burning 

will, 
AQd with good thoughts makes dispensation. 
Urging the worser sense for vantage still ; 
Which in a moment doth con^und and kill 
All pure effects, and doth so far proceed, 
That what is vile shows like a virtuous deed. 

:h he, " She took me kindly by the handr 
id gazed for tidings in my eager eyes, 
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Fearinfi^ some hard news from the warlike 
Band 

Where her beloved Collatinus lies. 

O, how her fear did make her color rise ! 
First red as roses that on lawn we lay, 
Then white as lawn, the roses took away, 

** And how her hand, in my hand being lock'd, 
Forced it to tremble with her loval fear ; 
Which struck her sad, and then it faster 

rock'd, 
Until her husband's welfare she did hear ; 
Whereat she smiled with so sweet a cheer, 
That had Narcissus seen her as she stood^ 
Self-love had never drown'd him in Ae 
flood. 

** Why hunt I, then, for color or excuses ? 
All orators are dumb when beauty pleadeth ; 
Poor wretches have remorse in poor abuses 
Love thrives not in the heart that shadows 

dreadeth : 
Affection is my captain, and he leadeth ; 
And when his gaudy banner is displayed, 
The coward ^hts, and will not be di&> 
ma/d. 

^ Then, childish fear, avaunt ! debating, die \ 
Respect and reason, wait on wrinkled age ! 
>f y heart shall never countermand mine eye : 
Sad pause and deep reeard beseem the sage ; 
My part is youth, and t>eat8 these from thr 
stage: 
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Desire my pilot is, beauty iny prize ; 
Then who fears sinking where such treasury 
lies?" 

As corn o'ergrown by weeds, so heedful fear 
Is almost choked by unresisted lust. 
Away he steals with open listening ear, 
Full of foul hope, and full of fond mistrust ; 
Both which, as servitors to the unjust, 
So cross him with their opposite persua^ 

sion. 
That now he vows a league, and now inva- 
sion. 

Within nis thought her heavenly image sits, 
And in the self-same seat sits Collatine : 
That eye which looks on her confounds his 

wits ; 
That eye which him beholds, as more divine,, 
Unto a view so false will ^not incline ; 

But with a pure appeal seeks to the heart. 
Which once corrupted takes the worser 
part ; 

And therein heartens up his servile powers^ 
Who, flattered by their leader's jocund show, 
Stuff up his lust, as minutes fill up hours ; 
And as their captain, so their pride doth grow. 
Paying more slavish tribute than they owe. 
By reprobate desire thus madly lea, 
The Roman lord marches to Lucrece' bed. 

The locks between her chamber and his will, ' 
Each one by him enforced, retires his ward \ 
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But, as they open, they all rate his ill. 
Which drives the creeping thief to some re« 

gard; 

The threshold grates the door to have him 

heard ; [there ; 

Night-wandering weasels shriek to see him 

They fright him, yet he still pursues his 

fear. 

As each unwilling portal yields him way. 
Through little vents and crannies of the 

place 
The wind wars with his torch, to make him 

stay. 
And blows the smoke of it into his face. 
Extinguishing his conduct in this case ; 
But his hot heart, which fond desire doth 

scorch, [torch ; 

Puffs forth^ another wind that fires the 

And being lighted, by the light he spies 
Lucretia's glove, wherein her needle sticks ; 
He takes it from the rushes where it lies, 
And griping it, the neeld his finger pricks : 
As who should say, This glove to wanton 

tricks 
. Is not inured ; return again in haste ; 
Thou see'st our mistress' ornaments are 
chaste. 

But all these poor forbiddings could not stay 

him ; 
lie in the worst sense c6nstrues their denial 
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The doors, the wind, the glove, that did delay 

him, 
He takes for accidental things of trial ; 
Or as those bars which stop the hourly dial. 
Who with a lingering stay his course doth 

let. 
Till every minute pays the hour his debt. 

^ So, so," quoth he, " these lets attend the 

time, 
Like little frosts that sometime threat the 

spring. 
To add a more rejoicing to the prime. 
And give the sneaped birds more cause to 

sing. 
Pain pays the income of each precious thing ; 
Huge rocks, high winds, strong pirates, 

shelves and sands. 
The merchant fears, ere rich at home he 

lands." 

Now is he come unto the chamber-door. 
That shuts him from the heaven of his 

thought, 
Which with a yielding latch, and with no 

more. 
Hath barr'd him from the blessed thing he 

sought. 
So from himself impiety hath wrought. 
That, for his prey, to pray he doth begin, 
As if the heavens should countenance hia 

sin. 
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But in the midst of his unfruitful prayer, 

Having solicited the eternal power, 

That his foul thoughts might compass his fair 

fair, 

And they would stand auspicious to the hour, 

Even there he starts : — quoth he, " I must 

deflower ; 

The powers to whom I pray abhor this fact, 

How can they, then, assist me in the act ? 

" Then Love and Fortune be my gods, my 
guide ! 

My win is back'd witii resokttioD : 

Thoughts are but breams till their effects be 
tried. 

The blackest sin is clear'd with absolution ; 

Against love's fire, fear's frost hadi dissolu- 
tion. 
The eye of heaven is out, and misty night 
Covers the shame that follows sweet de- 
Ught." 

This said, his guilty hand pluck'd up the latch, 
And with his knee the door he opens wide : 
The dove sleeps fast that this night-owl will 

catch ; 
Thus treason works ere traitors be espied. 
Who sees the lurking serpent steps aside ; 
But she, sound sleeping, fearing no such 

thine. 
Lies at the mercy of his mortal sting. 

Into the chamber wickedly he stalks. 
And gazeth on her yet unstained bed. 
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The curtains being closed, about he walk% 
Rolling his greedy eye-balls in his head : 
By theu: high treason is his heart misled ; 
Which dves the watchword to his hand 
fim soon. 
To draw the doud that hides the silver 
moon. 

Look, as the fair and fiery-pointed smiy 
Rushing from forth a cloud, bereaves oar 

sight ; 
Even so, the curtain drawn, his eyes begun 
To wink, being blinded with a greater light: 
Whether it is that she reflects so bright, 
That dazzleth them, or else some shamt 

supposed ; 
But bhnd they are, and keep themselvM 
enclosed. 

O, had they in that darksome prison died, 
Then had they seen the period of their iU I 
Then Collatine again, by Lucrece' side 
In his clear bed might have reposed still : 
But they must ope, this blessed league to kiE 
And holy-thoughted Lucrece to their sight 
Must sell her joy, her life, her world's de- 
light 

Her lily hand her rosy cheek lies under. 

Cozening the pillow of a lawful kiss ; 

Who, therefore angry, seems to part in sun* 

der. 
Swelling on either side to want his bliss ; 
Between whose hills her head entombed is : 
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Where^ like a virtuous monument, she lies. 
To be admired of lewd unhallow'd eyes. 

Without the Ded her other fair hand was, 
On the green coverlet, whose perfect white 
Show'd like an April daisy on the grass, 
With pearly sweat, resembling dew of night 
Her eyes, Uke marigolds, had sheathed their 
light, 
And canopied in darkness sweetly lay. 
Till they might open to adurn the aay. 

Her hair, like golden threads, played with her 

breath ; 
O modest wantons ! wanton modesty ! 
Showing life's triumph in the map of death, 
And death's dim look in life's mortality ; 
Each in her sleep themselves so beautify. 
As if between them twain there were no 

strife, 
But that life lived in death, and death in life. 

Her breasts, like ivory globes circled with 

blue, 
A pair of maiden worlds unconquered. 
Save of their lord no bearing yoke they knew. 
And him by oath they truly honored* 
/hese worlds in Tarquin new ambition bred : 
Who, like a foul usurper, went about 
From this fair throne to heave the owner 
out 

What could he see, but mightily he noted ? 
Whal did he note, but strongly he desired? 
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What he beheld, on that he finnly doted. 
And in his will his wilful eye he tired. 
With more than admiration he admired 
Her azure veins, her alabaster skin, 
Her coral lips, her snow-white dimpled 
chin. 

As the grim lion fawneth o'er his prey, 
Sharp hunger by the conquest satisfied. 
So o'er this sleeping soul doth Tarquin stay. 
His rage of lust by gazing qualified ; 
Slack'd, not suppressed ; for standing by her 
side, 
His eye, which late this mutiny restrains. 
Unto a greater uproar tempts his veins : 

And they, like straggling slaves for pillage 

fighting. 
Obdurate vassals, fell exploits effecting. 
In bloody death and ravishment delighting, 
Nor children's tears nor mothers' groans re« 

specting, 
Swell in their pride, the onset still expecting : 
Anon his beating heart, alarum striking. 
Gives the hot charge, and bids them do 
their liking. 

His drumming heart cheers up his burning 

eye. 
His eye commends the leading; to his hand; 
His hand, as proud of such a dignity. 
Smoking with pride, m^ch'd on to make his 

stand 
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On her bare breast, the heart of all her land ; 
Whose ranks of blue v^ins, as his hand did 

scale, 
Left their round turrets destitute and pale. 

They, mustering to the quiet cabinet 
Where their dear eovemess and lady lies, 
Do tell her she is dreadfully beset. 
And fright her with confusion of their cries : 
She, much amazed, breaks ope her lock'd-up 
eyes. 
Who, peeping forth this tumult to behold. 
Are by his flaming torch dimm'd and con* 
troll'd. 

Imagine her as one in dead of night 

From forth dull sleep by dreadful fancy wak* 

«ng, 
That thinks she hath beheld some ghastly 
sprite, [ing; 

Whose grim aspect sets every joint a-shak- 
What terror 'tis ! but she, in worser taking. 
From sleep disturbed, heedfully doth view 
The sight which makes supposed terror 
V true. 

Wrapped and confounded in a thousand 

fears, ^ 

Like to a new-kill'd bird she trembling lies ; 
She dares not look ; yet, winking, there ap» 

pears * 

Quick-shifting antics, ugly in her eyes ; 
Such shadows are the weak brain s forgeries ; 
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Who, angry that the eyes fly from their 

lights, 
In darkness daunts them with more dread* 

ful sights. 

His hand, that vet remains upon her breast, 
(Rude ram, to batter such an ivory wall !; 
May feel her heart, (poor citizen !) distressed. 
Wounding itself to death, rise up and fall, 
Beating her bulk, that his hand shakes withal. 
This moves in him more rage, and lesser 

pity, 
To make the breach, and enter this sweet 
city. 

First, like a trumpet, doth his tongue begin 
To sound a parley to his heartless foe ; 
Who o'er the white sheet peers her whiter 

chin. 
The reason of this rash alarm to know, 
Which he by dumb demeanor seeks to show; 
But she with vehement prayers ur^eth still 
Under what color he commits this ill. 

Thus he replies : " The color in thy face 
(That even for anfi^er makes the lily pale. 
And the red rosi blush at her own disgrace) 
Shall plead for me, and tell my loving tale ; 
Under that color am I come to scale 

'Thy never-conquer*d fort; the fault Is 
thine, 

For those thine eyes betray thee unto i 
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^ Thus I forestall thee, if thou mean to chide ( 

Thy beauty hath ensnared thee to this ni^ht. 

Where thou with patience must my will abide. 

My will that marks thee for my earth's de- 

lififht, [might; 

Which I to conquer sought with all my 

But as reproof and reason beat it dead, 

By thy bright beauty was it newly bred. 

** I see what crosses my attempt will bring ; 
I know what thorns tiie growing rose de» 

fends ; 
I think the honey guarded with a sting ; 
All this, beforehand, counsel comprehends : 
But will is deaf, and hears no heedful 

friends ; 
Only he hath an eye to gaze on beauty, 
And dotes on what he looks, 'gainst law or 

duty. 

** I have debated, even in my soul. 

What wrong, what shame, what sorrow I 

shall breed ; 
But nothing can Affection's course controlt 
Or stop the headlong fury of his speed. 
I know repentant tears ensue the deed. 

Reproach, disdain, and deadly enmity; 

Yet strive I to embrace mine infamy." 

This said, he shakes aloft his Roman blade^ 
Which, like a falcon towering in the skies, 
Coucketh the fowl below with his wing^ 
shade. 
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Whose crooked beak threats if he mount ht 

dies: 
So under his insulting falchion lies 

Harmless Lucretia, marking what he tells. 
With trembling fear, as fowl hear falcon's 
bells. 

**Lucrece," quoth he, "this night I must en- 
joy thee : 

If thou deny, then force must work my way, 

For in thy bed I purpose to destroy thee ; 

That done, some worthless slave of thine Pli 
slay, 

To kill thme honor with thy life's decay ; 
And in thy dead arms do I mean to place 
him, [him. 

Swearing I slew him, seeing thee embrace 

<*So thy surviving husband shall remain 
The scornful mark of every open eye ; [dain. 
Thy kinsmen hang their heads at this dis- 
Thy issue blurr'd with nameless bastardy : 
And thou, the author of the obloquy, 

Shalt have thy trespass cited up in rhymes, 
And sung by children in succeeding times, 

" But if thou yield, I rest thy secret friend : . 
The fault unknown is as a thought unacted ; 
A little harm, done to a great good end, 
For lawful policy remains enacted. 
The poisonous simple sometimes is com 
pacted 

■ In a pure compound ; being so applied, ' 

His venom in effect is purified. 
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** Then, for thy husband and thy children*! 

sake, 
Tender my suit : bequeath not to their lot 
The shame that from them no device caa 

take. 
The blemish that will never be forgot ; 
Worse than a slavish wipe, or birth-hour's 

blot: 
For marks descried in men's nativity 
Are nature's faults, not their own infamy.** 

Here with a cockatrice' dead-killing eye 
He rouseth up himself, and makes a pause ; 
While she, the picture of pure piety, 
Like a white hind under the grype's sharp 

cla\ys, 
Pleads, in a wilderness, where are no laws. 
To the rough beast that knows no gentle 

right, 
Nor aught obeys but his foul appetite. 

But when a blaick-faced cloud the world doth 
threat, . 

In his dim mist the aspiring mountains hid- 
ing. 

From earth's ^2x\i womb some gentle gust 
dofh get, 

Which blows these pitchy vapors from their 
. bidine. 

Hindering their present fall by this dividing ; 
So his unhallow'd haste her words delays, 

> And. moody Pluto winks while Orpheus 
plays. 
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Yet, foul ni|^t-wakmg cat, he doth but dally. 
While in his hold-fast foot the weak mouso 

panteth ; 
Her sad behavior feeds his vulture folly, 
A swallowing gulf that even in plenty want- 

eth: 
His ear her prayers admits, but his heart 

granteth 
No penetrable entrance to her plaining: 
Tears harden lust, though marble wear 

with raining. 

Her pity-pleading eyes are sadly fix'd 
In the remorseless wrinkles of his face ; 
Her modest eloquence with sighs is mix'd. 
Which to her oratory adds more f^race. 
She puts the period often from his place. 

And 'midst the sentence so her accent 
breaks, [speaks. 

That twice she doth begin ere once she 

She conjures him by high almighty Jove, 
By knighthood, gentry, and sweet friend* 

ship's^ oath, 
By her untimely tears, her husband's love, 
By holy human law, and common troth. 
By heaven and earth, and all the. power of 
both, 
That to his borrow'd bed he make retin^ 
And stoop to honor, not to iovk desire. 

Quoth she, " Reward not hospitality 
With such black payment as thou hast pre* 
tended; 
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Mud not tiie fountain that gave drink to 
thee ; 

Mar not the tiling that cannot be amended ; 

End thy ill. aim, before thy shoot be ended : 
He is no woodman that doth bend his bow 
To strike a poor unseasonable doe. 

<* My husband is thy friend, for his sake spare 

me ; [me ; 

Thyself art mighty, for thine own sake leave 
Myself a weakline, do not, then, ensnare me ; 
Thou look'st not like deceit; do not deceive 

me: 
My sifi^hs, like whirlwinds, labor hence to 

heave thee. 
If ever man were moved with woman's 

moans, 
Be mov^d with my tears, my sighs, my 

groans: 

** All which together, like a troubled ocean. 
Beat at thy rocky and wreck-threatenii^ 

heart; 
To soften it with their continual motion ; 
For stones dissolved to water do convert 
O, if no harder than a stone thou art, 

Meh at my tears, and be compassk>nate I 

Soft pity enters at an iron gate. 

** In Tarquin*s likeness I did entertain thee : 
Hast thou put on his shape to do kim shame ? 
To all the host of heaven I complaia mcf. 
Thou wrong'st his honor, wound'st his 
priBcely name. 
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Thou art not what thou seem'st; and if the 
same, [king ; 

Thou seem'st not what thou art, a god, a 
For kings like gods should govern every- 
thing. 

•* How will thy shame be seeded in thine age 
\Vhen thus thy vices bud before thy spring! 
If in thy hope thou dar'st do such outrage, 
What dar'st thou not when once thou art a 

king? 
O, be remember'd, no outrageous thing 
From vassal actors can be wiped away ; 
Then kings' misdeeds cannot be hid in 
clay. 

** This deed will make thee only loved for 

fear; 
But happv monarchs still are fear'd for love : 
With foul ofiFenders thou perforce must bear, 
When they in thee the like offences prove : 
If but for fear of this, thy will remove ; 
For princes are the glass, the school, th^ 
book, [look. 

Where subjects' eyes do learn, do read, do 

** And wilt thou be the school where Lust 

shall learn ? 
Must he in thee read lectures of such shame ? 
Wilt thou' be glass, wherein it shall discern 
Authority for sin, warrant for blame^ 
To privilege dishonor in thy name ? [laud. 
Thou back'«t reproach against long-living 
And mak'st fair reputation but a bawd. 
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*Hast thou command? by him that gave it 

thee, 
From a pure heart command thy rebel will : 
Draw not thy sword to guard iniquity, 
For it was lent thee all that brood to kill. . 
Thy princely office how canst thou fulfil, 
When, patterned by thy fault, foul Sin may 

say. 
He learn'd to sin, and thou didst teach the 

way? 

** Think but how vile a spectacle it were, 
To view thv present trespass in another. 
Men's faults do seldom to themselves ap- 
pear ; [smother : 
Their own transgressions partially they 
This guilt would seem death-worthy in thy 
brother. 
O, how are they wrapped in with infamies. 
That from their own* misdeeds askance 
their eyes 1 

•* To thee, to thee, my heaved-up hands ap- 
peal, 
Not to seducine lust, thy rash relier ; 
I sue for exiled majesty s repeal; 
Let him return, and flattering thoughts re« 

tire : 
His true respect will 'prison false desire. 
And wipe the dim mist from thy doting 

. eyne, 
That thou shalt see thy state, and pity 
mine." 
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* Have done," quoth he ; « my uncontrolled 

tide 
Turns not, but swells the higher by this let. 
Small lights are soon blown out, huge fires 

abide, 
And with the wind in greater fury fret : 
The petty streams that pay a daily debt 
To their salt sovereign, with their fresh 

falls' haste. 
Add to his flow, but alter not his taste." 

«<Thou art," quoth she, "a sea, a sovereiga 

king ; 
And lo, there falls into thy boundless flood 
Black lust, dishonor, shame, misgoverning, 
Who seek to stain the ocean of thy blood. 
If all these petty ills shall chance thy good. 
Thy sea within a puddle^s womb is 

hearsed, 
And not the pudale in thy sea dispersed. 

«*So shall these slaves be king, and thou 

their slave ; 
Thou nobly base, they basely dignified ; 
Thou their fair life, and they thy fouler mve ; 
Thou loathed in their shame, they In thy 

pride: 
The lesser thing should not the greater 
hide; 
The cedar stoops not to the base shrub's 

foot. 
But tow shrubs wither at the cedar's root. 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



THE RAPE 01^ LUCRECE, 197 

*So let thy thoughts, low vassals to thy 
state *' — [hear thee 1 

** No more/* quoth he, " by heaven, I will not 
Yield to my love ; if not, enforcM hate. 
Instead of love's coy touch, shall rudely tear 

thee; 
That done, despitefully I mean to bear thee 
Unto the base bed of some rascal groom. 
To be thy partner in this shameful doom." 

This said, he sets his foot upon the light, 
For light and lust are deadly enemies ; 
Shame folded up in blind-concealing night, 
When most unseen, then most doth tyran- 
nize, [cries, 
The wolf hath seized his prey, the poor lamb 
Till with her own white fleece her voice 

controlPd 
Entombs her outcry in her lips* sweet fold : 

For with the nightly linen tRat she wears 
He pens her piteous clamors in her head; 
Cooling his hot face in the chastest tears 
That ever modest eyes with sorrow shed. 
O, that prone lust should stain so pure a bed ! 
The spots whereof could weeping purify, 
Her tears should drop on them perpetually. 

But she hath lost a dearer thing than life, 
And he hath won what he would lose again ; 
This forced league doth force a further strife; 
This momentary joy breeds months of pain 5 
This hot desire converts to cold disdain : 
Pure Chastity is rifled of her store, 
And Lust, the thief, far poorer than beforer 
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Look, as the full-fed hound or gorged hawk 
Unapt for tender smell or speedy flight, 
Make slow pursuit, or altogether balk 
The prey wherein by nature they delight ; 
So surfeit-taking Tarquin fares this night : 
His taste delicious, in digestion souring, 
Devours his will, that lived by foul devour- 
ing. 

O, deeper sin than bottomless conceit 
Can comprehend in still imagination ! 
Drunken desire must vomit his receipt, 
Ere he can see his own abomination. 
While Lust is in his pride, no exclamation 
Can curb his heat, or rein his rash desire^ 
Till, like a jade. Self-will himself doth tire. 

And then with lank and lean discolored cheek. 
With heavy eye, knit brow, and strengthless 

pace. 
Feeble Desire, all recreant, poor, and meek. 
Like to a bankrupt beggar wails his case : 
The flesh being proud. Desire doth fight with 
Grace, 
For there it revels ; and when that decays^ 
The guilty rebel for remission prays. 

So fares it with this faultful lord of Rome, 
Who this accomplishment so hotly chased • 
For now against himself he sounds this 

doom, — [disgraced) 

That through the length of times he stands 
Besides, his soul's fair temple is defaced ; 
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To whose weak ruins muster troops of 

cares, 
To ask the spotted princess how she fares. 

She says, her subjects with foul insurreo 

tion 
Have batter'd down her consecrated wall, 
And by their mortal fault brought in subjec- 
tion 
Her immortality, and make her thrall 
To living death, and pain perpetual : 

Which in her prescience she controlled 

still, 
But her foresight could not' forestall their 
will. 

Even in this thought through the dark night 
he stealeth, 

A captive victor that hath lost in gain ; 

Bearing away the wound that nothmg healeth^ 

The scar that will, despite of cure, remain ; 

Leaving his spoil perplex'd in greater pain. 
She bears the load of lust he left behind, 
And he the burden of a guilty mind. 

He like a thievish dog creeps sadly thence ; 
She like a wearied lamb lies panting there ; 
He scowls, and hates himself for his offence ; 
She^ desperate, with her nails her flesh doth 

tear ; 
He faintly flies, sweating with guilty fear ; 
She stays, exclaiming on the direful night| 
He runs, and chides his vanished, loathed 
delight 
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He thence departs a heavy convertite ; 
She there remains a hopeless castaway : 
He in his speed looks for the mornine light ) 
She prays she never may behold the day ; 
" For day," quoth she, " night's scapes doth 
open lay ; - [how 

And my true eyes have never practised 
To cloak offences with a cunning brow. 

*< They think not but that every eye can see 
The same disgrace which they themselves 

behold ; 
And therefore would they still in darkness be, 
To have their unseen sin remain untold ; 
For they their guilt with weeping will unfold, 
And grave, like water, that doth eat in steel, 
Upon my cheeks what helpless shame I 
feel/' 

Here she exclaims against repose and rest, 
And bids her eyes hereafter stilfoe blind. 
She wakes her heart by beating on her breast^ 
And bids it leap from thence, where it may 

find 
Some purer chest, to close so pure a mind. 
Frantic with grief, thus breathes she forth 

her spite 
Against the unseen secrecy of night : 

«' O comfort-killing Night, image of hell ! 
Dim register and notary of shame ! 
Black stage for tragedies and murders fell ! 
Vast sin-concealing chaos ! nurse of blame I 
Blind mufHedbawd! dark harbor for detune 1 
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Grim cave of death, whispering conspirator 
With close^tongued treason and the rav- 
isher 1 

** O hateful, vaporous, and foggy Night ! 
Since thou art guilty of my cureless crime, 
Muster diy mists to meet the eastern light, 
Maike war against proportioned course of time I 
Or if thou wilt permit the sun to climb 
His wonted height, yet ere he go to bed, 
Knit poisonous clouds about his golden 
head. 

** With rotten damps ravish the morning air ; 
Let their exhaled unwholesome breaths make 

sick * 
The life of puri^, the supreme fair, 
Ere he arrive his weary noontide prick ; 
A.nd let thy misty vapors march so thick, 
That in their smoky ranks his smother'd 

light 
May set at noon, and make perpetual night. 

** Were Tarquin Night, (as he is but Night's 

child,) 
The silver-shining queen he would disdain ; 
Her twinkling handmaids too, by him defiled. 
Through Night's black bosom should not 

peep again : 
80 should I have copartners m my pain : 
And fellowship in woe doth woe assuage, 
Aspahners' chat makes short their pilgrfili' 

^* 
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" Where now I have no one to blush with me, 
To cross their arms, and hang their heads 

with mine, 

To mask their brows, and hide their infamy ; 

But I alone alone must sit and pine, [brine. 

Seasoning the earth with showers of silver 

Mingling my talk with tears, my grief wi^ 

groans, 
Poor wasting monuments of lasting moans. 

" O Night, thou furnace of foul-reeking smoke. 
Let not the jealous Day behold that face 
Which underneath thy black all-hiding cloak 
Immodestly lies martyr'd with disgrace ! 
iteep still possession of thy gloomy place. 

That all the faults which m thy reign are 
made 

May likewise be sepdlchred in thy shade I 

" Make me not dbject to the tell-tale Day ! 
The light will show, charicter'd in my brow. 
The storjr of sweet chastity's decay. 
The impious breach of holy wedlock vow : 
Yea, the illiterate, that know not how 
To 'cipher what is writ in learned books, 
Will quote my loathsome trespass in my 
. looks. 

« The nurse, to still her child, will tell mf 
story, [name ; 

And fright her crying babe with TarcJuin^S 
The orator, to deck his oratory, 
Will couple my reproach to Tarquin's shames 
Feast-finding minstrels, tuning my defame, 
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Will tie the hearers to Sittend each line, 
How Tarquin wronged me, I CoUatine. 

** Let mv good name, that senseless reputation, 
For Collatine's dear love be kept unspotted : 
If that be made a theme for disputation. 
The branches of another root are rotted, 
And undeserved reproach to him allotted. 
That is as clear from this attaint of mine, 
As I, ere this, was pure to Collatine. 

" O unseen shame ! invisible disgrace ! 
O unfelt sore ! crest-wounding, private scar I 
Reproach is stamp'd in CoUatinus* face. 
And Tarjjuin's eye may read the mot afar. 
How he in peace is wounded, not in war. 
Alas, how many bear such shameful blows^ 
Which not themselves, but he that gives 
them, knows ! 

" If, Collatine, thine honor lay in me, 
From me bv strong assault it is bereft 
My honey lost, and I, a drone-like bee, 
Have no perfection (rf my summer left. 
But robbed and ransack'a by injurious theft : 
In thy weak hive a wandermg wasp hath 

crept, 
And suck'd the honey which thy chaste bee 
kept. 

" Yet am 1 guilty of thy honor's wrack,^— 
Yet for thy honor did /entertain him ; 
Coming from thee, I could not put him back. 
For it had been dishonor to disdain him : 
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Besides, of weariness he did complain him. 
And talk'd of virtue ;— O, unlook'd for evil. 
When virtue is profaned in such a devil ! 

" Why should the worm intrude the maiden 
bud? 

Or hateful cuckoos hatch in sparrows' nests? 

Or toads infect fair founts with venom mud ? 

Or tyrant folly lurk in gentle breasts ? 

Or kings be breakers of their own behests ? 
But no perfection is so absolute, 
That some impurity doth not pollute. 

'^ The zghd man that cofiEers up his gold 
Is plagued with cramps, and gouts, and pain* 

f ul fits ; 
And scarce hath eyes his treasure to behold, 
]But like still^ining Tantalus he sits, 
And useless barns the harvest of his wits ; 
Having no other pleasure of his gain 
But torment that it cannot cure his pain. 

•* So then he hath it, when he cannot use it, 
And leaves it to be mastered by his young, 
Who in their pride do presently abuse it : 
Their father was too weak, and they too 

strong, 
To hold their cursed-blessed fortune long. 
The sweets we wish for turn to loatnM 

sours, 
Ev^n in the moment that we call them oui^ 

" Unruly blasts wait on the tender springy ; 
Unwholesome weeds take root with predotli 
flowers i 
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The adder hisses where the sweet birds slog ; 

What virtue breeds iniquity devours ; 

We have no good that we can say is ours. 
But ill-annexed Opportunity 
Or kills his life, or else his quality. 

*^ O Opportunity ! thy guilt is great : 

'Tis thou that execut'st the traitor*s treason ; 

Thou sett'st the wol£ where he the lamb may 

get ; [son \ 

Whoever plots the sin, thou 'pomt'st the sea- 
*Tis thou that spum*st at right, at law, at 

reason ; [spy him. 

And in thy shady cell, where none may 
Sits Sin, to seize the souls that wander by^ 

him. 

** Thou mak*st the vestal violate her oath ; 
Thou blow'st the fire when temperance is 

thaw'd ; 
Thou smother'st honesty, thou murder'st 

troth ; 
Thou foul abetter ! thou notorious bawd ! 
Thou plantest scandal, and displacest laud : 
Thou ra vis her, thou traitor, thou false 

thief, 
Thy honey turns to gall, thy joy to grief ! 

" Thy secret pleasure turns to open shame, 
Thy private feasting to a public fast ; 
Thy smoothing titles to a ragged name ; 
Thy sugar'd tongue to bitter wormwood 

taste : 
Thy violent vanities can never last* 
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How comes it then, vile Opportunity, 
Being so bad, such numbers seek for thee 7 

** When wilt thou be the humble suppliant's 

friend, [tain'd ^ 

And bring him where his suit may be ob- 

When wilt thou sort an hour great strifes to 

end ? [chain'd ? 

Or free that soul ^ich wretchedness hadi 

Give physic to the sick, ease to the pain'd ? 

The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out 

for thee ; 
But they ne'er meet with Opportunity. 

^ The patient dies while the physician sleeps ; 
The orphan pines while the oppressor feeds ; 
Justice is feasting while the widow weeps ; 
Advice is sporting while infection breeds ; 
Thou grant'st no time for charitable deeds : 

Wrath, envy, treason, rape, and murder's 
rages, [pages. 

Thy heinous hours wait on them as their 

* When Truth and Virtue have to do with 

thee, 
A thousand crosses keep them from thj aid ; 
They buy thy help : but Sin ne'er gives a 

fee. 
He gratis comes ; and thou art well appav'd 
As well to hear as grant what he hath said. 
My Collatine would else have come to me 
Wnen Tarquin did, but he was stay'd by 
thee. 
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•• Guilty thou art of murder and of theft; 

Guilty of perjury and subornation ; 

Guilty of treason, forgery, and shift ; 

Guilty of incest, that abomination : 

An accessary by thine inclination 

To all sins pas^ and all that are to comey 
From the creation to the general doom. 

^ Mis-shapen Time, copesmate of ugly 

Night, 
Swift subtle post, carrier of grisly care. 
Eater of youth, false slave to false delight. 
Base watch of woes, sin's pack-horse, virtue's 

snare ; 
Thou nursest all, and murderest all that are* 
O hear me then, injurious, shifting Time 1 
Be guilty of my death, since of my crime. 

** Why hath thy servant, Opportunity, 
Betray'd the hours thou gav'st me to repose ? 
Cancelled my fortunes, and enchained me 
To endless date of never-ending woes ? 
Time's office is to fine the hate of foes ; 
To eat up errors by opinion bred, 
Not spend the dowry of a lawful bed. 

^ Time's glory is to calm contending kings, 
To unmask falsehood, and bring truth to 

light. 
To stamp the seal of time in agM things, 
To wake the morn, and sentinel the night, 
To wrong the wronger till he render right ; 
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To ruinate proud buildiiig:s with thy hour% 
And smear with dust their glittering £fold^ 
en towers : 

^ To fill with worm-holes stately mpnument% 
To feed oblivion with decay of things, 
To blot old books, and alter their contenU, 
To pluck the quills from ancient ravens' 

wingsj 
To dry the old oak's sap, and cherish springs \ 
To spoil antiquities of hammer' d steel, 
And turn the giddy round of Fortune's 
wheel ; 

*»To show the beldame daughters o£ her 

daughter, 
To make the child a man, the man a child, 
To slay the tiger that doth live by slaughteri 
To tame the unicorn and lion wild, 
To mock the subtle, in themselves beguiled; 
To cheer the ploughman with increasefut 

crops, 
And waste huge stones with little water* 
drops. 

" Why work'st thou mischief in thy pilgrim' 

age. 
Unless thou couldst return to make amends ? 
One poor retiring minute in an age 
Would ^rchase thee a thovisaim thousand 

fnends. 
Lending him wit that to bad debtors lend* : 

Digitized by\jOOgle 



THE RAPE OF LUCRECB. S09 

Oy this dread night, wouldst thp^ one hour 

come back, 
I could preven'^ this storm, and shun thj 

wrack! 

** Thou ceaseless lackey to Eternity, 
. With some mischance cross Tarquin in hit 

flight: 
Devise extremes beyond extremity, 
To make him curse this cursed crimeful 

night : 
Let ghastly shadows his lewd e^es affri^t; 
And the dire thought of his committed 

evil 
Shape every bush a hideous shapeless 
devil. 

<' Disturb his hours of rest with restless 

trances, 
Afflict him in his bed with bed-rid eroans ; 
Let there bechance him pitiful mischances. 
To make him moan, but pity not his moans : 
Stone him with hardened hearts, harder than 
stones ; [ness» 

And let mild women to him lose their mild* 
Wilder to him than tigers in their wildness. 

** Let him have time to tear his curled hair, 
Let him have time against himself to rave, 
Let him have time of Time's help to despair. 
Let him have time to live a loathM slave, 
Let him have time a beggar's orts to cn^ve ; 
And time to see one that by alms doth liw 
Disdain to him disdained scraps to give* 
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'' Let him have time to see his friends his 

foes, 
And merry fools to mock at him resort ; 
Let him have time to mark how slow tim^ 

goes 
In time of sorrow, and how swift and short 
His time of folly and his time of sport : 
And ever let his unrecallin^ crime 
Have time to wail the abusmg of his time* 

** O Time, thou tutor both to good and bad, 
Teach me to curse him that thou taught'st 

this ill! 
At his own shadow let the thief run mad ! 
Himself himself seek every hour to kill ! 
Such wretched hands such wretched blood 

should spill : 
For who so base woujd such an office have 
As slanderous death's-man to so base m 

slave ? 

"The baser is he, coming from a king. 
To shame his hope with deeds degenerate. 
The mightier man, the mightier is the thing 
"fhat makes him honor'd, or begets him 

hate ; 

For greatest scandal waits on greatest state. 

The moon being clouded presently is 

miss'd, [list; 

But little stars may hide them when they 

•* The crow may bathe his coal-black wings 

in mire, 
And unperceived fly with the filth away ; 
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But if the like the snow-white swan dttpti 
The stain upon his silver down «i^ 'Stay. 
Poor grooms are sightless flight, kings glori- 
ous day. 
Gnats are wxm^fA wheresoe'er they fly, 
But-«ig^ gazed upon with every eye. 

* Out, idle words, servants to shallow fools I 
Unprofitable sounds, weak arbitrators ! 
Busy yourselves in skilk:ontendine schools, 
Debate where leisure serves with dull de* 

baters ; 
To trembling clients be you mediators : 
For me, I force not argument a straw. 
Since that my case is past the help of law. 

** In vain I rail at Opportunity, 
At Time, at Tarquin, and uncheerful Night ; 
In vain I cavil with my infamy. 
In vain I spurn at my confirmed despite: 
This helpless smoke of words doth me no 
right 
The remedy indeed to do me good, 
Is to let forth my foul, defiled blood. 

« Poor hand, why quiver^st ^lou at this do^ 

cree? 
Honor thyself to rid me of this shame ; 
For if I die, my honor lives in thee. 
But if I live, thou liv*st in my defame : 
Since thou couldst not defend thy loval dame. 

And wast afear*d to scratch her wicked foe. 

Kill both thyself and her for yielding so.*" 
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This said, from her be-tumbled couch shA 

starteth, 
To find some desperate instrument of death : 
But this no-slaughter-house no tool imparteth, 
To make more vent for passage of her breath. 
Which, thronging through her Ups, so vao- 
isheth 
As smoke from i^tna, that in air consumes^ 
Or that which from discharge caimoi^ 
fumes. 

<♦ In vain," quoth she, " I live, and seek in 

vain 
Some happy mean to end a hapless life. 
I fear'd by Tarquin's falchion to be slain. 
Yet for the self-same purpose seek a knife : 
But when I fear'd I was a loyal wife ; 

So am I now :— O no, that cannot be ; 

Of that true type hath Tarquin rifled me. 

♦* O ! that is gone for which I sought to live, 
And therefore now I need not fear to die. 
To clear this spot by death, at least I give 
A badge of fame to slander's livery ; 
A dying life to living infamy ; 
Poor helpless help, the treasure stolen away, 
To burn the guiltless casket where it lay ! 

'* Well, well, dear Collating thou shalt n^ 

know 
The stained taste of violated troth ; 
I will not wrong thy true a£Eection so 
To flatter thee with an infringM oath ; 
This bastard graff shall never come to growtht 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



TflB kAPE OF LUCRECE. ti% 

He shall not boast who did thy stock pol- 
lute 
That thou art doting father of his fruit 

^ Nor shall he smile at thee in secret thought, 

Nor laugh with his companions at thy state ; 

But thou shalt know thy interest was not 

bought Fgate. 

Basely with gold, but stolen from forth thy 

For nie, I am the mistress of my fate, 

And with my trespass never will dispense^ 

Till life to aeath acquit my forced offence. 

** I will not poison thee with my attaint. 
Nor fold my fault in cleanly-coin *d excuses ; 
My sable ground of sin I will not paint, 
To hide the truth of this false night's abuses :' 
My totigue shall utter all : mine eyes like 
sluices, 
As from a moufntain-spring that feeds a 

dale, 
Shan gush pufe stirea:ms to purge my im- 
pure tale.'* 

By this, lamenting Philomel had ended 
The well-tuhed warble of her nightly sorrow. 
And solemn night with slow-sad gait de- 
scended 
To ugly hell ; when lo, the blushing morroW 
Lends fight to all fair eyes that light will bor- 
row 
But cloudy Lucrece shames herself to see, 
An^ ^eretof e still in night would cloister'd 
be. 
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Revealing day through every cranny spies, 
And seems to point her out where she sits 

weeping ; [eyes, 

To whom she sobbing speaks : " O, eye of 
Why pry^st thou through my window ? leave 

thy peeping ; [sleeping ; 

Mock with thy ticklins^ beams eyes that are 

Brand not my forehead with thy piercing 

light, 
For day hath nought to do what's done by 

night.*' 



Thus cavils she with everjrthing she sees : 
True grief is fond and testy as a child, 
Who wa)rward once, his mood with nought 

agrees. 
Old woes, not infant sorrows, bear them mild ; 
Continuance tames the one ; the other wild. 
Like an unpractised swimmer plunging 

still 
With too much labor drowns for want of 

skill. 

So she, deep-drenched in a sea of care, 
Holds disputation with each thing she views. 
And to herself all sorrow doth compare ; 
No object but her passion's strength renews; 
And as one shifts, another straight ensues: 
Sometime her grief is dumb, and hath no 

words ; 
Sometime 'tis mad, and too much talk 
affords. 



d by Google 



THE RAPE OF LUCRECE, 215 

The Kttlc birds that tune their mpnfihg's jor 
Make her moans mad with theif sweet mel- 
ody: 
For mirth doth search the b<yttom of annoy; 
Sad souls are slain in merr}' company ; 
Grief best is pleased with grief *s society : 
True sorrow then is feelmgly sufficed 
When with like semblance it is sympa- 
thized. 

*Tis double death to drown in ken of shore j 
He ten times pines that pines beholding food ; 
To see the ssdve doth make the wound ache 

more; 
Great grief grieves most at that would do it 

good : 
Deep woes roll forward hke a gentle flood, 
Who, being stopped, the bounding banks 

overflows : 
Grief dallied with nor law nor limit knows. 

"You mocking birds," quoth she, "your 

tunes entomb 
Within your hollow swelling f eather'd breasts. 
And in my hearing be you mute and dumb ! 
(My restless discord loves no stops nor rests ; 
A woeful hostess brooks not merry guests :) 
Relish your nimble notes to pleasing ears ; 
Distress likes dumps when time is kept 
with tears. 

" Come, Philomel, that sing*st of ravishiftent. 
Make thy sad grove in my disheveird hair : 
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As the dank earth weeps at thy langutsfe 

ment, 
So I at each sad strain will strain a tear, 
And With deep eroans the diapason bear : 
For burden-wse 1*11 hum on Tarquin still, 
While thou on Tereus descant'st better 
skill. 

*^ And whiles against a thorn thOu bear*st thy 

part, 
To keep thy sharp woes waWng, wretched 1, 
To imitate thcfe well, against mv heart 
Will ^ a sharp knife, to affrignt mine ejre ; 
Who, if it wink, shall thereon fall ahd die. 
These means, as frets upon an instrument^ 
Shall tune our heart-strings to true languish- 
ment. 

'< And for, poor bird, thou sing'st not in the 

iday. 
As shaming any eye should thee behold. 
Some dirk-<ieep desert, seated from the way, 
That knows nor parching heat nor freezing 

cold, 
>ye will find out ; and there we will unfold 
To creatures stern sad tunes, to chahge 

their kinds: 
Since men prove beasts let beasts bear 

igjehtle minds." 

As the jioor frighted deer, that stari<ls «t gaiiei 
Wildly determining which way to fly, 
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Or one encompass'd with a winding maze, 
That cannot tread the way out readily ; 
So with herself is she in mutiny, 
To live or die which of the twain were 

better, 
When life is shamed, and death reproach's 
debtor 

<* To kill myself," quoth she, " alack I what 

were % 
But with my body my poor soul's pollution ? 
They that lose half with greater patience 

bear it [fusion. 

Than they whose whole is swallow'd in con- 
That mother tries a merciless conclusion 
Who, having two sweet babes, when Death 

takes one. 
Will slay the other, and be nurse to none. 

•* My body or my soul, which was the dearer. 
When the one pure, the other nuuie divine r 
Whose love of either to myself was nearer, 
When both were kept for heaven and CoUa- 

tine ? 
Ah me ! the bark peePd from the lofty pine. 
His leaves will wither, and his sap (^cay; 
So must my soul, her bark being peel'd 
away, 

** Her house is sack'd, her quiet interrupted. 
Her mansion batter'd by the enemy ; 
Her sacred temple spotted, spoil'd, corrupte<^ 
Grossly engirt with daring infamy : 
Then let it not be call'd impiety 
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If in this blemish'd fort I nuike some hole 
Through which I may convey this troubled 
soul. 

«Yet die I will not till my CoUatine 
Have heard the cause of my untimely death 
That he may vow, in that sad hour of mine. 
Revenge on him that made me stop my 

oreath. 
My stained blood to Tarquin I'll bequeath, 
Which, by him tainted, shall for him be 

spent. 
And, as his due, writ in my testament. 

•* My honor 111 bequeath unto the knife 
That wounds my body so dishonored. 
*Tis honor to deprive dishonor'd life ; 
The one will live, the other being dead : 
So of shame's ashes shall my fame be bred ; 
For in my death I murder shameful scorn : 
My shame so dead, mine honor is new* 
bom. 

** Dear lord of that dear jewel I have lost, 
What legacy shall I bequeath to thee ? 
My resolution, love, shall be thy boast, 
Bv whose example thou revenged mayst be. 
How Tarquin must be used, read it in me : 
Myself, thy friend, will kill myself, thy foe^ 
And, for my sake, serve thou false Tav* 
quu^ so. 

** This brief abridgment of my will I make :— * 
My soul and body to the skies and ground ; 
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Mjr resolution, husband, do thou take ; 
Mine honor be the knife's that makes my 

wound ; 
My shame be his that did my fame confound ; 
And 2ill my fame that lives disbursed be 
Tq those that live, and think no shame 
of me. 

^ Thou, CoUatine, shalt oversee this will ; 
Hqw was I overseen that thou shalt see it ! 
My blood shall wash the slander of mine ill; 
My X^i%\ foul deed, my life's fair end sha^l 

irse it. _ . 
Faint not, faint heart, but stoutly say, < so be 

it' - 

Yield to my hand ; my hand shall conquer 

thee; , . 

Thou dead, both die, and both shiU victors 

be." . ;//7/ 

This plot of death when sadly she had kid, 
And wiped the brinish pearl from her whit« 

eyes, 
With untuned tongue she hoarsely called her 

maid. 
Whose swift obedience to her mistress hies; 
For fleet-wing'd duty with thought's feathers 

flies. 
Poor Lucrece' cheeks unto her maid seem 

so 
As winter meads when sun doth melt their 

snow. 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



220 THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. 

Her mistress she doth give demure good 

morrow, 
With soft-slow tongue, true mark of modesty. 
And sorts a sad look to her lady's sorrow, 
For why her face wore sorrow's livery ; 
But durst not ask of her audaciously 
Why her two suns were cloud-ecfipsM so. 
Nor why her fair cheeks overwash'd with 
woe. 

But as the Earth doth weep, the sun bemg 

set, 
Each flower moisten'd like a melting eye ; 
Even so the maid with swelling drops 'gan 

wet 
Her circled eyne, enforced by sympathy 
Of those fair suns, set in her mistress' sky. 
Who in a salt-waved ocean quench their 

light, [night. 

Which makes the maid weep like the dewy 

A pretty while these pretty creatures stand. 
Like ivory conduits coral cisterns filling : 
One justly weeps ; the other takes in hand 
No cause, but company, of her drops spiUing: 
Their gentle sex to weep are often willing ; 
Grieving themselves to guess at others* 

smarts. 
And then they drown their eyes, or break 
their hearts. 

For men have marble, women waxen, minds, 
And therefore are they form'd as marble will | 
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The weakoppress'dy the impression of strange 

kinds 
Is form'd in tliem by force, by fraud, or 

sldU : 
Then call them not the authors of their ill, 
No more than wax shall be accounted evil. 
Wherein is stamped the semblance of a 
devik 

Their smoothness, like a goodly champaign 

plain, 
Lays open all the litt)e worms that creep ; 
In men, as in a rough-grown grove, remain 
Cave-keeping evils Uiat obscurely sleep : 
Through crystal walls each little mote will 
peep: 
Though men can cover crimes with bold 

stem looks, 
Poor women's fcures are theur own faults* 
books. 

No man inveigh against the wither'd flower, 
But chide rough winter that the flower hath 

kiird ! 
Not that devoured, but that which doth de« 

vour 
Is worthy blame. O, let it not be hild 
Poor women's faults that they are so fulfill'd 
With men's abuses ! those proud lords, to 

blame. 
Make weak-made women tenants lo their 

shame. 
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The precedent whereof In Lnerece view, 
Assail'd by night with circumstances strong 
Of present I death, and shame that mi^ 

ensue 
By that her death, to do her husband wrong : 
Such danger to resistance did belong, • 
That dying fear through all &r body 

spread ; 
And who cannot abuse a body dead ? 

By this^ mild patience bid fair Lucrece speak 
To the poor counterfeit of her complaining : 
** My girl," quoth she, " on what occasion 

%reak r 

Those tears from tfaee, that down thy theeks 

are raining? 
If thou dost weep for grief of mv sustaining^ 
> Klfidw, gentle wench, it small avaMs- .my 

mo^: 
tf tbaars xoold .help, mine own would *di]i toe 

good. -I 

• But tell me, girl, when went *' — (and there 

€^r atftet a deep groan) "Tarcjuiii from 

hence?" '^'^ 

*«Mii3am, ere 1 Was up," replied the wi4id, 

"The more to blame mv sluggard n^igence: 

Yet with thfe tault I thus far can dispebse, — 

Mysdf^^fras stirring ere the break of day, ' 

And, erfc I rose, was Tarquin gone away. 

« But, ladvy if your maid nMby be so bo^ 
She would request to know your heiaviness.*' 
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** O, peace ! " quoth Lucrece ; " if it should 

be told, 
The repetition cannot make it less ; 
For more it is than I can well express : 
And that deep torture may be calPd a hell. 
When more is felt than one hath power to 
tell. 

* Go, get me hither paper, ink, and pen — 
Yet save that labor, for I have them here. 
What should I say ? — One of my husband*8 

men 
Bid thou be ready, by-and-by, to bear 
A letter to my lord, my love, my dear ; 
Bid him with speed prepare to carry it : 
The cause craves haste, and it will soon be 
writ." 

Her maid is gone, and she prepares to write. 
First hovering o'er the paper with her quill : 
Conceit and grief an eager combat fight; 
What wit sets down is blotted straight with 

will; 
This is too curious-good, this blunt and ill : 
Much like a press of people at ^ door. 
Throng her inventions, which shall be 
brfore. 

At last she thus begins :— <* Thou worthy lord 
Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee, 
Health to thy person ! next vouchsafe to a£ 

ford 
(If ever, fove^ thy Lucrece ibcwi wilt see) 
Some present speed to come and visit me : 
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So I commend me from our house in grief; 
My woes are tedious, though my words 
are brief/* 

Here folds she up the tenor of her woe, 
Her certain sorrow writ uncertainly. 
By this short schedule CoUatine may know 
Her erief, but not her grief's true quality; 
She aares not thereof make discovery, 
Lest he should hold it her own gross abus^ 
Ere she with blood had stain'd her stained 
excuse. 

Besides, the life and feeling of her passion 
She hoards, to spend when he is by to hear 
her ; [the fashioa 

When si|;hs, and groans, and tears may grace 
Of her disgrace, the better so to clear her 
From that suspicion which the world might 
bear her, [letter 

To shun this blot, she would not blot the 
With words, till action might become them 
better. 

To see sad sights move more than hear them 

told; 
For then the eye interprets to the ear 
The heavy motion that it doth behold. 
When every part a part of woe doUi bear. 
*T1s but a part of sorrow that we hear ; 
Deep sounds make lesser noise than shal* 

low fords. 
And sorrow ebbs, being blown with wind 

of words. 
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Her letter now is seal'd, and on it writ, 
^<At Ardea to my lord with more than 

haste : " 
The post attends, and she delivers it, 
Chargix^ the sour-faced groom to hie as ^t 
As lagging fowls before the northern blast : 
Speed more than speed but dull and slow 

she deems ; 
Extremity still urgeth such extremes. 

The homeljr villein court'sies to her low 5 
And blushmg on her, with a steadfast eye 
Receives the scroll, without or yea or no, 
And forth with bashful innocence doth hie* 
But they whose guilt within their bosoms lie 

Imagine every eye beholds their blame ; 

For Lucrece thought he blush'd to see her 
shame ; 

When, silly groom ! God wot, it was defect 
Of spirit, hfe, and bold audacity. 
Such harmless creatures have a true respect 
To talk in deeds, while others saucily 
Promise more speed, but do it leisurely : 
Even so, this pattern of the worn-out age 
Pawn'd honest looks, but laid no words t9 
gage. 

His kindled duty kindled her mistrust. 
That two red fires in both their faces blazed ; 
She thought he Uush'd, as knowing Tar* 

Sum's lust, 
ishing with him, wistly on him gazed ; 
Her earnest eye did make him more amazed : 
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The more she saw the blood his cheeks re- 
plenish, [blemish. 
The more she thought he spied in her some 

But long she thinks till he return a^ain, 
And yet the duteous vassal scarce is gone. 
The weary time she cannot entertain, 
For now 'tis stale to sigh, to weep, and 

groan: 

So woe hath wearied woe, moan tired moan, 

That she her plaints a little while doth 

stay, [way, 

Pausii^ for means to mourn some newer 

At last she calls to mind where han^s a piece 
Of skilful pzuntipg, made for Prianrs Troy ; 
Before the whicn is drawn the power of 

Greece, 
For Helen's rape the city to destroy, 
Threatening cloud-kissing Ilion with annoy; 
Which the conceited painter drew so proud, 
As heaven (it seem'd) to kiss the turrets 
bowU 

A thousand lameiitable objects there. 
In scorn of Nature, Art gave lifeless life • 
Manv a dry drop seem'd a weeping tear, 
Shea for the slaughtered husband by the 
wife : [strife $ 

The red blood reek'd, to show the paintet^ 
An4 dying eyes gleam'd forth their ashy 

lights, 
like djHng icoals burnt out in tedious 
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There might you see the laboring pioneer 
Begrimed with sweat, and smeared all with 

dust; [appear 

And from the towers of Troy there would 
The very eyes of men through loop-holes 

thrus^ 
Gazing upon the Greeks with little lust : 
Such sweet observance in this work was 

had, [sad. 

That one might see those far-o£E eyes look 

In great commanders grace and majesty 
You might behold, triumphing in their faces ; 
In youth, quick bearing and dexterity ; 
And here and there the painter interlaces 
Pale cowards, marching on with trembling 

paces ; 
^ Which heartless peasants did so well re- 
semble, [and tremble. 
That one would swear he saw them quake 

In Ajax and Ulysses, O what art 
Of physiognomy might one behold ! 
The face of either 'ciphered either's heart ; 
Their face their manners most expressly 

told: 
in Ajax' eyes blunt ea^ and rigor rolPd ; 
But the mild glance that sly Ulysses lent 
Show'd deep regard and smiling govern* 
ment.. . • ; 

There pleading might you see grave Nestor 

stand, 
As 'twere encouraging the Greeks to fight; ] 
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Making such sober action with his hand, 

That it beguiled attention, charm'd the sight : 

In speech, it seem'd, his beard, all suver 

white, 

Wagg'd up and down, and from his lips did 

iSy [sky. 

Thin winding breath, which purl'd up to the 

About him were a press of gaping faces. 
Which seem'd to swallow up his sound ad« 

vice; 
All jointly listenin^^, but with several ^ceSy 
As if some mermaid did their ears entice ;* 
Some high, some low, the painter was so 
nice : 
The scalps of many, almost hid behind, 
To jump up higher seem'd, to mock the 
mind. 

Here one man's hand lean'd on another's 

head, Fear ; 

His nose bein|^ shadow'd by his neighbor's 

Here one heme throng'd bears back, all 

boll'n andred ; 
Another smother'd seems to pelt and swear ; 
And in their rage such signs of rage they 
bear. 
As, but for loss of Nestor's golden words^ 
It seem'd they would debate with angrf 
swords. 

For much imaginary work was there ; 
Conceit decitful, so compact, so kind. 
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That for Achilles* image stood his spear, 
Griped in an armed hand ; himself, behind. 
Was left unseen, save to the eye of mind : 
A hand, a foot, a face, a leg, a head, 
Stood for the whole to be imagined. 

And ftom the walls of strong-besieged Troy, 
When their brave hope, bold Hector, march'd 

to field. 
Stood many Trojan mothers, sharing joy 
To see their youthful sons bright weapons 

wield ; 
And to their hope they such odd action yield. 
That through their light joy seemed to ap- 
pear 
(Like bright things stain'd) a kind of heavy 
fear. 

And, from the strond of Dardan, where they 

fought, 
To Simois' reedy banks, the red blood ran, 
Whose waves to imitate the battle sought 
With swelling ridges ; and their ranks began 
To break upon the galled shore, and than 
Retire s^in, till, meeting greater ranks, 
They join, and shoot their foam at Simois* 
banks. 

To this well-painted piece is Lucrece come^ 
To find a face where all distress is stell'd. 
Many she sees where cares have carvM some, 
But none where all distress and dolor 

dwell'd, 
^nil she despairing Hecuba beheld, 
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Staring on Priam's wounds with her old 

eyes, 
Which bleeding under Pyrrhus* proud foot 

lies. 

In her the painter had anatomized 

Time's ruin, beauty's wreck, and grim care^ 

reign ; [disguised* 

Her cheeks with chaps and wrinkks werf 

Of what she was no semblance did remain* i|! 

Her blue blood changed to black, in ever^ 

vein, [had fec^ 

Wanting the spring that those shrunk pipA 

Show'd life imprison'd in a body dead. 

On this sad shadow Lucrece spends her eyes. 
And shapes her sorrow to the beldame's 

woes. 
Who nothing wants to answer her but crie^ 
And bitter words to b^n hpr cruel foes : 
The painter was no god to lend her those ; 
And therefore Lucrece swears he did heip 

wrong. 
To give her so much grief, and not g 
tongue. 

" Poor instrument," quoth she, " without a 

sound, 
I'll tune thy woes with my lamenting tongue: 
And drop sweet balm on Priam's painted 

wound, [wrmi^i; 

And rail on Pyrrhus that hath done \mk 
And with my tears quench Troy that bums so 

long; : 
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And with my knife scratch out the angry 

eyes 
Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies. 

•* Show me the strumpet that began this stu> 
That with my nails her beauty I may tear. 
Thy heat of lust, fond Paris, did incur 
This load of wrath that burning Troy doth 

bear ; 
Thy eve kindled the fire that bumeth here; 
Ana here in Troy, for trespass of thine 

eye, 
The sire, the son, the dame, and daughtdt;!: 

die. 

^ Why should the private pleasure of som« 
one 

Become the public plague of many mo ? 

Let sin, alone committed, light alone 

Upon his head that hath transgressed so. 

Let guiltless souls be freed from guilty woe : 
For one's ofEence why should so many faU, 
To plague a private sin in general ? 

** Lo, here weeps Hecuba, here Priam dies, 
Here manly Hectoi faints, here Troilu* 

s wounds ; 
Here friend by friend in bloody channel lies. 
And friend to friend gives unadvised wounds, 
And one man's lust these many lives con- 
founds : 
Had doting Priam checjc'd his son's desire^ 
Troy had been bright with ^me, and not 
with fire.'' 
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Here feelingly she weeps Troy's painted 

woes: 
For sorrow, like a heavy-handng bell, [goes ; 
Once set on ringing, with his own weight 
Then little strength rings out the doleful 

kneU: 
So Lucrece, set a-work, sad tales doth tell 
To pencilled pensiveness, and colored sor* 

row; 
She lends them words, and she their looks 

doth borrow. 

She throws her eyes about the painting, 

round. 
And whom she finds forlorn she doth lament: 
At last she sees a wretched image bound, 
That piteous looks to Phrygian shepherds 

lent ; [content : 

His face, though full of cares, yet show'd 

Onward to Troy with the blunt swains he 

goes, [woe& 

So mild, that Patience seem'd to scorn his 

In him the painter labor'd with his skill 
To hide deceit, and give the harmless show 
An humble gait, calm looks, eyes wailing still, 
A brow unbent, that seem'd to welcome woe ; 
Cheeks neither red nor pale, but mingled so 
That blushing red no guilty instance gave. 
Nor ashy pale the fear that false hearts 
have. 

But, like a constant and confirmed devi]. 
He entertain'd a show so seeming just» 
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And therein so ensconced his secret evil, 
That jealousy itself could not mistrust 
False-creeping craft and perjury should 
thrust 
Into so bright a day such black-faced 

storms, 
Or blot with hell-born sin such saint-like 
forms. 

The well-skill'd workman this mild image 

drew 
For perjured Sinon, whose enchanting story 
The credulous old Priam after slew ; 
Whose words, like wild-fire, burnt the shining 



Of rich-built Ilion, that the skies were sorry^ 
And little stars shot from their fixed 

places. 
When their glass fell wherein they view'd 
their faces. 

This picture she advis^dlv perused. 
And chid the painter for his wondrous skill ; 
Saying, some shape in Sinon's was abused, 
So fair a form lodeed not a mind so ill ; 
And still on him she ^ed, and gazing still, 

Such signs of truth in his plain face she 
spied. 

That she concludes the picture was belied, 

^ It cannot be," quoth she, <* that so much 

guile '»-- 
(She would have said) '^ can lurk in such a 

look; ' 
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But Tarquin's shape came in her mind the 

while, [not " took : 

And from her tongue "can lurk " from "can 

** It cannot be," she in that sense forsook, 

And tum'd it thus : " It cannot be, I find. 

But such a face should bear a wicked mind ' 

** For even as subtle Sinon here is painted, 
So sober-sad, so weary, and so mild, 
(As if with grief or travail he had faanted,) 
To me came Tarquin armed ; so beguiled 
With outward honesty, but yet defiled [ish. 
With inward vice : as Priam him did cher- 
So did I Tarquin ; so my Troy did perish. 

** Look, look, how listening Priam wets hii 

eyes. 
To see those borrowed tears that Sinon sheds I 
Priam, why art thou old, and yet not wise ? 
For every tear he falls a Trojan bleeds ; 
His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds : 
Those round clear pearls of his, that move 

thy pity, 
Are balls of quenchless fire to bum thy city, 

" Such devils steal efiEects from lightless hell ; 
For Sinon in his fire doth quake with cold, 
And in that cold bot-buming fire doth dwell ; 
These contraries such unity do hold 
Only to flatter fools, and make them bold : 

So Priam's trust false Sinon's tears doth 
flatter, [water.** 

That he finds means to bum his Troy with 
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Here, all enraged^ sueh passion her assails,/ 
That patience is quite beaten from her breast 
She tears the senseless Sinon with her nails. 
Comparing him to that unhappy guest 
Whose deed hath made herself herself detest : 

At last she smilingly with this eives o*er ; 

"Fool! fool!" quoth she, "Bis wounds 
will not be sore." 

Thus ebbs and flows the current of her sor- 
row^ [ing; 
And time doth weary time with hercomiuain^ 
She looks for night, and then she longs for 

morrow. 
And both she thinks too long with her re- 
maining : [taining. 
Sl^ort tfime seetitis long in sorrow's sharp sus* 
Though woe be heavy, yet it seldom sleeps ; 
And: they that watch see time how slow it 
• creeps. 

Which all this time hath overslipp'd her 
thought, . 

That she with painted images hath spent : 

Being. from the. feeling of her own grief 
brought, 

By deep surmise of others' detriment ; 

Losing her woes in shows of discontent 
It easeth some, though none it ever cured, 

. Tt) thmk their dolor others have endured. 

But now the mindful messenger, come back, 
Brings home his lord and; other company ; : 
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Who finds his Lucrece clad In mourning black| 
And round about her tear-distained eye 
Blue circles stream'd, like rainbows in the sky. 
These water-galls in her dim element 
Foretell new storms to those already spent 

Which wh^n her sad-beholding husband saw, 

Amaz^dly in her sad face he stares : 

Her eyes, though sod in tears, look'd red and 

raw, 
Her lively color kilPd with deadly cares. 
He lath no power to ask her how she fares } 
Both stood, like old acquaintance in a trance 
Met far from home, wondering each other's 
chance. 

At last he takes her by the bloodless hand, 
And thus begins : ^^ What uncouth ill event 
Hath thee befallen, that thou dost trembling 

stand ? 
Sweet love, what spite hath thy fair color 

spent? 
Why art thou thus attired in discontent ? 
Unmask, dear dear, this moody heaviness, 
And tell thy grief, that we may give re- 
dress.*' 

Three times with sighs she gives her somnr 

fire, 
Ere once she can discharge one word of woe : 
At length addressed to answer his desire. 
She modestly prepares to let them know 
Her honor is ta'en prisoner by the foe | 
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While CoUatine and his consorted lords 
With sad attention long to hear her words. 

And now this pale swan in her watery nest 
Begins the sad dirge of her certain ending : 
" Few words," quoth she, " shall fit the tre» 

pass best, 
Where no excuse can give the fault amend 

ing: 
In me more woes than words are now de 

pending; [lonft 

And my laments would be drawn out too 
To tell them all with one poor tired tongue. 

**• Then be this all the task it hath to say :— 
Dear husband, in the interest of thy bed 
A stranger came, and on that pillow lay 
Where thou wast wont to rest thy weary head ; 
And what wrong else may be imagined 
By foul enforcement might be done to me^ 
From that, alas ! thy Lucrece is not free. 

/* For in the dreadful dead of dark midnight, 
With shining falchion in my chamber came 
A creeping creature, with a flaming light. 
And softly cried, * Awake, thou Roman dame, 
And entertain my love ; else lasting shame 
On thee and thine this night I will inflict, 
If thou my love's desire do contradict. 

***For some hard-favor'd groom of thine,' 

quoth he, 
> Unless thou yoke thy liking to my will* 
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nimarder straight, and then I'll slaughtef 

thee, ' . . ■ 

And swear I found you where you did fulfil 
The loathsome act of lust, and so did kiU 
The lechers in their deed : this act will be 
My fame, and thy perpetual infamy. ' 

•• With this I did begin to start and cry, 
And then against my heart he set his sword. 
Swearing, unless I took all patiently, 
1 should not live to speak another word : 
So should my shame still rest upon tecdrd, 
And never be forgot in mighty Rortie 
The adulterate death of Lucrece and hef 
groom. 

^ Mine enemy was strong, my poor self weak. 
And far the weaker with so strong a fear-: 
My bloody judee forbade my tongue to speak ; 
No rightful plea might plead for justice 

there : 
His scarlet lust came evidence to swear 
That my poor beauty had purloinM his 
eyes ; [dies. 

And when the judge is robb'd, the prisoner 

•• O, teach me how to make mine own ex- 
cuse 1 
Or, at the least, this refuge let me find, — 
Though my gross blood be stain'd with this 

abuse. 
Immaculate and spotless is my mind ; [elided 
That wasf not forced ; that never was in* 
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To accessary 3rield]ngs, but still pure 
Doth in her poison'd closet yet endure.' 

Lo, here, the helpless merchant of this loss. 
With head declined, and voice damm'd up 

with woe, 
With sad-set eyes, and wretched arms across^ 
From lips new-waxen pale begins to blow 
The grief away that stops his answer so : 
But, wretched as he is, he strives in vain ; 
What he breathes Qut his breath drinks up 
again. 

As through an arch the violent-roaring tide ^ 
Outruns the eye that doth behold his haste, 
Yet in the eddy boupdeth in his pride 
Back to the strait that forced him on so ^t; 
In rage sent out, recall'd in rage, being past : 
Even so his sighs, his sorrows, make a 

saw. 
To push grief on, and back the same grief 
draw. 

Which speechless woe of his poor she at^ 

tendeth. 
And his untimely frenzy thus awaketh : 
** Dear lord, thy sorrow to my sorrow lendeth 
Another power ; no flood by raining slaketh* 
My woe too sensible thy passion maketh 
More feeling-painful : let it, th^p, suffiqQ 
To drown one woe, one pcur of weeping 
eyes- 
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'' And for my sake, when I might charm 
thee so, [me ; 

For she that was thy Lucrece, — now attend 
Be suddenly revenged on my foe, 
Thine, mine, his own; suppose thou dost 
defend me [knd me 

From what is past : the help that thou shalt 
Comes all too late, yet let the traitor die ; 
For sparing justice feeds iniquity. 

^ But ere I name him, you, fair lords," quoth 

she, 
(Speaking to those that came with CoUatine,) 
** Shall plight your honorable faiths to me, 
With swift pursuit to venge this wrong of 

mine ; 
For 'tis a meritorious fair design 
To chase injustice with revengeful arms : 
Knights, by their oaths, shoiud right poor 

ladies* harms." 

At this request, with noble disposition 
Each present lord began to promise aid. 
As bound in knighthood to her imposition, 
Longing to hear the hateful foe bewray*d : 
But she, that yet her sad task hath not said, 
The protestation stops. "O, speak,** 

quoth she, 
"How may this forcM stain be wiped 
from me ? 

** What is the quality of mine offence, 
Being constrained with dreadful circum* 
stance? 
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May my pure mind with the fotd xt\, cQs 

pense. 
My low-declined honor to advance ? 
May any terms acquit me from this chance ? 
The poison'd fountain clears itself again ; 
And why not I from this compelled 
stain ? " 

With this, they all at once began to sav, 
Her body's stain her mind untainted clears *, 
While with a joyless smile she turns away 
The izct^ that map which deep impression 

bears 
Of hard misfortune, carved in it with tears. 
" No, no," quoth she, " no dame, hereaftef 

living. 
By my excuse shall claim excuse's giving.^ 

Here, with a sigh, as if her heart would 

break. 
She throws forth Tarquin's name: "He, 

he ! " she says. 
But more than " he ! " her poor tongue could 

not speak ; 
Till after many accents and delavs. 
Untimely breathings, side and short assays, 
She utters this : " He, he, fair lords. His he. 
That guides this hand to give this wound 

to me 1 " 

Even here she sheathed in her harmless 

breast 
A harmful knife, that thence her soul un> 

sheathed : 
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That blo# did bail it from the deep unrest 
Of that polluted prison where it breadied : 
Her contrite sighs unto the clouds b» 
queath'd 
Her winged sprite, and through her wounds 

doth fly 
Life's lasting date from cancelled destiny. 

Stone-still, astonish'd with this deadly deed. 
Stood Collatine and all his lordly crew; 
Till Lucrece' father, that beholas her bleed, 
Himself on her self-slaughter'd body threw ; 
And from the purple fountain Brutus drew 
The murderous knife, and, as it left the 

place, 
Her blood, in poor revenge, held it in 
chase; 

And bubbling from her breast, it doth divtde 
In two slow rivers, that the crimson blood 
Circles her body in on every side. 
Who like a late-sack'd island vastly stood 
Bare and unpeopled, in this fearful flood. 
Some of her blood still pure and red re* 

main'd, 
And some look'd black, and that false Tai^ 
quin stained. 

About the mourning and congealed face 
Of that black blood a watery rigol goes, 
Which seems to, weep upon the tainted 

place : 
And ever since, as pitying Lucrece' woes, 
Corrupted blood some watery token shows; 
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And blood untainted still doth red abide, 
Blushing at that which is so putrefied. 

•Daughter, dear daughter,** old Lucretius 
cries, - [deprived. 

**That life was mine which thou hast here 
If in the child the father's image lies, 
Where shall I live now Lucrece is unlived ? 
Thou wast not to this end from me derived. 
If children predecease progenitors, 
We are their o£Fspring, and they none of 
ours. 

** Poor broken glass, 1 often did behold 

In thy sweet semblance my old age new 

bom; 
But now that fair fresh mirror, dim and old. 
Shows me a bareboned death by time out- 
worn ; 
O, from thy cheeks my image thou hast tom^ 
And shivered all the beautv of my glass. 
That I no more can see what once I was \ 

** O Time, ceas6 thou, thy course, and last no 

longer. 
If they surcease to be that should survive. 
Shall rotten Death make conquest of the 

stronger, 
And leave the faltering feeble souls alive? 
The old bees die, the young possess their 

hive : . [see 

Then live, sweet Lucrece, live again, and 
Thy father die, and not thy father thee I " 
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By this starts Collatine as from a dream, 
And bids Lucretius give his sorrow place ; 
And then in key-cold Lucrece' bleeding 

stream 
He falls, and bathes the pale fear in his face. 
And counterfeits to die with her a space ; 
Till manlv shame bids him possess his 

breath. 
And live, to be revenged on her death. 

The deep vexation of his inward soul 

Hath served a dumb arrest upon his tongue; 

Who, mad that sorrow. should his use control. 

Or keep him from heart-easine words so long, 

Begins to talk; but through his lips do 

throng [heart's ai(^ 

Weak words, so thick come m his poor 

That no man could distinguish what ht 

said. 

Yet sometime "Tarquin" was pronounced 

plain, 
But through his teeth, as if the name he tore. 
This windy tempest, till it blow up rain. 
Held back his sorrow's tide, to make it more; 
At last it rains, and busy winds give o*er : 
Then son and father weep with equal strife. 
Who should weep most, for daughter or 
for wife. 

The one doth call her his, the other Ws, 
Yet neither may possess the claim they lay. 
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The father says, " She's mine.*' " O, mine 

she is," 
Replies her husband : '' do not take away 
My sorrow's interest ; let no mourner say 
He weeps for her, for she was only mine, 
And only must be wail'd by Collatine." 

• O," quoth Lucretius, ** I did give that life 

Which she too early and too late hath 

spill'd ! " [wife, 

** Woe, woe,** quoth Collatine, " she was mr 

I owed her, and 'tis mine that she hath 

kill*d.*' [clamors fiird 

**My daughter!" and "my wife!" with 

Tne dispersed air, who, holding Lucrece* 

Hfe, ["my wife!'' 

Answer'd their cries, **my daughter ! " and 

Brutus, who pluck*d the knife from Lucrece*^ 

side, 
Seeing such emulation in their woe. 
Began to clothe his wit in state and pride, 
Buryine in Lucrece' wound his folly's show. 
He with the Romans was esteemed so 
As silly jeering idiots are with kings, 
For sportive words, and uttering foolish 
things. 

But now he throws that shallow habit by. 
Wherein deep policy did him disguise ; 
And arm'd his long-hid wits advisedly. 
To check the tears in Collatinus' eyes. 
^Thou wronged lord of Rome," quoth ke^ 
"arisen 
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Let my unsounded self, supposed a fool. 
Now set thy long-experienced wit to school 

** Why, CoUatine, is woe the cure for woe ? 

Do wounds help wounds, or grief help griev- 
ous deeds ? 

Is it revenge to give thyself a blow, 

For his foul act by whom thy fair wife bleeds ? 

Such childish humor from weak minds pro* 
ceeds : 
Thy wretched wife mistook the matter so, ' 
To slay herself, that should have slain her 
foe. 

** Courageous Roman, do not steep thy heart 
In such relenting dew of lamentations, 
But kneel with me, and help to bear thy part, 
To rouse our Roman gods with invocations. 
That they will suffer these abominations, 
(Since Rome herself in them doth stand 
disgraced,) :. 

By our strong arms from forth her fair 
streets chased. 

" Now, by the Capitol that we adore. 

And by this chaste blood so unjustly stained. 

By heaven's fair sun that breeds the fat 

earth's store. 
By all our country rights in Rome maintain'd^ 
And by chaste Lucrece' soul that late com* 

plain'd 
Her wrongs to us, and by this bloody knife^ 
We will revehge the death of this trUe 

wife l" 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



THE RAPE OF LUCRECE. 247 

This said, he struck his hand upcm his breast. 

And kiss'd the fatal knife to.<^fid his vow ; 

And to his protestation in|;ed the rest, 

Who, wondering at hhn, did his words allow : 

Then jointly ta the ground their, Jqie^s they 

bow : W [before, 

And that deep vow, which Brutii^ made 

He doth again repeat, and that t)iey swore. 

When they had sworn to this advised doom, 
They did. conclude to bear d^ad Lucrece 

thence: 
To show her bleeding body thorough Rome^ 
And so to publish Tarquin's foul offence: 
Which being done with speedy diligence, 
The Romans plausibly did give consent 
To Tarquin's everlasting punishment 
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TO . THE . ONLIE . BEGETTER . OP . 

THESE . INSVING . SONNETS . 

MR. W. H/ALL . HAPPINESSE . 

AND . THAT . ETERNITIE . 

PROMISED . 

BY . 

OUR . EVER-LIVING . POET . 

WISHETH . 

THE . WELL-WISHING . 

ADVENTVRER . IN . 

SETTING . 

FORTH . 

T.T.* 



I. 
|ROM fairest creatures we desire in- 
crease, 
That thereby beauty's rose might 
never die, 
But as the riper should by time de- 
cease, 
His tender heir might bear his memory : 
But thou, contracted to thjne own bright eyei^ 

* Thomas Thorpe, who poblithed the Sonnets in <6o9. 
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Feed'st thy light's flame with self-substantial 

fuel, 
Making a famine where abundance lies, 
ThyseB thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel. 
Thou that art now the world's fresh oms^ 

ment, 
And only herald to the gaudy spring. 
Within thine own bud buriest thy content, 
And, tender churl, mak'st waste in niggard* 

ing. 
Pity the world, or else this glutton be. 
To eat the world's due, by the grave and 

thee. 

II. 

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow, 
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty's field. 
Thy youth's proud livery, so gazed on now, 
Will oe a^tter'd weed, of small worth held : 
Then being ask'd where all thy beauty lies, 
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days, — 
To say, within thine own deep-sunken eves, . 
Were an all-eating shame and thriftless 

praise. 
How much more praise deserved thy beautv's 
use, [mme 

If thou couldst answer — " This fair child of 
Shall sum my count, and make my old ex- 
cuse — ** 
Proving his beauty by succession thine ! 
This were to be new-made when thou art 
old, [it cold. 

And see thy blood warm when thou feel'st 

Digitized by\jOOgle 



aso SONNETS, 

in. 

Look in thy glass, and tell the face thou 
viewest, [other ; 

Now is the time that face should form an- 
Whose fresh repair if now thou not renewest. 
Thou dost beguile the world, unbless some 

mother. 
For where is she so fair whose unear'd womb 
Disdains the tillage of thv husbandry ? 
Or who is he so fond will be the tomb 
Of his self-love, to stop posterity ? 
Thou art thy mother*s glass, and she in thee 
Calls back the lovely April of her prime : 
So thou through windows of thine age shalt 

see 
Despite of wrinkles, this thy golden time. 
But if thou live, remembered not to be, 
Die single, and thine image dies with thee* 

IV. 

Unthrifty loveliness, why dost thou spend 
Upon thyself thy beauty*s legacy ? 
Nature's bequest gives nothing, but doth 

lend. 
And being frank she lends to those are free* 
Then, beauteous niggard, why dost thott 

abuse 
The bounteous largess given thee to give ? 
Profitless usurer, why dost thou use 
So great a sum of sums, yet canst not live ? 
For havine traffic with thyself alone, 
Thou of thyself thy sweet self dost deceive. 
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Then how, when nature calls thee to be 0>ne^ 
What acceptable audit canst thou leave r 

The unused beauty must be tomb'd with 
thee, 

Which, used, lives thy executor to be. 

V. 

Those hours, that with gentle work did frame 
The lovely gaze where every eye doth dwell. 
Will play the tyrants to the very same, 
And that unfair which fairly doth excel ; 
For never-resting Time leads summer on 
To hideous winter, and confounds him there ; 
Sap check'd with frost, and lusty leaves quite 

gone, 
Beauty o'ersnowM, and bareness everywhere : 
Then, were not summer's distillation left, 
A liquid prisoner pent in walls of glass. 
Beauty's effect with beauty were l^reft. 
Nor it, nor no remembrance what it was. 
But flowers distilPd, though they with win* 

ter meet, 
Leese but their show ; their substance still 

lives sweet 

VI. 

Then let not winter's rage^d hand deface 
In thee thy summer, ere thou be distilPd : 
Make sweet some phial ; treasure thou some 

place 
With beauty's treasure, ere it be self-kill'd. 
That use is not forbidden usury, 
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Which happies those that pay the willing^ 

loan; 
That's for thyself to breed another thee, 
Or ten times happier, be it ten for one ; 
Ten times thyself were happier than thou art^ 
If ten of thine ten times refi^ured thee : 
Then what could Death do if thou shouldst 

depart, 
Leaving thee living in posterity ? 
Be not self-will'd, for thou art much too 

fair 
To be Death's conquest, and make worms 

thine heir. 



vn. 

Lo, in the orient when the gracious light 
Lifts up his burning head, each under eye 
Doth homage to his new-appearing sight. 
Serving witn looks his sacred majesty ; 
And having climb'd the steep-up heavenly 

hill, 
Resembling strong youth in his middle age, 
Yet mortal looks aclore his beauty still, 
Attending on his golden pilgrimage ; 
But when from high-most pitch, with wearf 

car, 
Like feeble age, he reeleth from the day. 
The eyes, *fore duteous, now convertedTare 
From his low tract, and look another way : 
So thou, thyself outgoing in thy noon, 
Unlook'd on diest, unless thou get a son* 
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VIII. 

Music to hear, why hear'st thou music sadl^ ? 
Sweets with sweets war not, joy delights in 

joy. 
Why Iov*st thou that which thou receiv'st 

not gladly ? 
Or else receiv'st with pleasure thine annoy ? 
If the true concord of well-tun^d sounds, 
Bv unions married, do offend thine ear. 
They do but sweetly chide thee, who con- 
founds 
In sineleness the parts that thou shouldst 

bear. 
Mark how one string, sweet husband to an* 

other, 
Strikes each in each by mutual ordering ; 
Resembling sire and child and happy mother. 
Who, all in one, one pleasing note do sing : 
Whose speechless song, being many, seem* 

ing one, 
Sings this to thee, " thou single wilt prove 

none." 

IX. 

Is it for fear to wet a widow's eye 

That thou consum'st thyself in sinde life ? 

Ah ! if thou issueless shalt hap to die, 

The world will wail thee, like a makeless 

wife : 
The world will be thy widow, and still weep 
That thou no form of thee hast left behino. 
When every private widow well may keep. 
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By children's eyes, her husband's shape In 

mind. 
Look, what an unthrift in the world doth 

spend, 
Shifts but his place, for still the world en« 

joys it ; 
But beauty's waste hath in the world an end, 
hvid kept unused, the user so destroys it. * 
No love toward others in that bosom sits. 
That on himself such murderous shame 

commits. 



X. 

For shame ! deny that thou bear'st love to 

any, 
Who for thyself are so unprovident. 
Grant, if thou wilt, thou art beloved of many. 
But that thou none lov'st is most evident ; 
For thou art so possess'd with murderous 

hate, 
That 'gainst thyself thou stick'st not to con- 
spire, 
Seeking that beauteous roof to ruinate. 
Which to repair should be thy chief desire. 
O, change thy thought, that I may change 

my mind ! 
Shan hate be fairer lodged than gentle love? 
Be, as thy presence is, spacious and kind. 
Or to thyself, at least, kind-hearted prove ; 
Make thee another self, for love of me. 
That beauty still may live in thine or the€k 
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XI. 

As fast as thou shalt wane, so fast thou 

growest 
In one of thine, from that which thou de- 

partest ; [bestowest, 

And that fresh blood which youngly thou 
Thou mayst call thine, when thou from youth 

convertest. 
Herein lives wisdom, beauty, and increase ; 
Without this, folly, age, and cold decay : 
If all were minded so, the times should cease, 
And threescore year would make the world 

away. 
Let those whom Nature hath not made for 

store, [ish ; 

Harsh, featureless, and rude, barrenly per- 
Look, whom she best endow'd, she gave thee 

more; 
Which bounteous gift thou shouldst in bounty 

cherish ; 
She carved thee for her seal, and meant 

thereby 
Thou shouldst print more, nor let that 

copy die. 

XII. 

When I do count the clock that tells the 
time, [night; 

And see the brave day sunk in hideous 
When I behold the violet past prime, 
And sable curls, all silvered o*er with white : 
When lofty trees 1 see barren of leaves. 
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Which erst from heat did canopy the held. 
And summer's green all girded up in sheave% 
Borne on the bier with white and bristly 

beard ; 
Then of thy beauty do I question make. 
That thou amone the wastes of time must go^ 
Since sweets and beauties do themselves 5>t> 

sake, 
And die as fast as they see others grow ; 
And nothing 'gainst Time's scythe can make 

defence 
Save breed, to brave him when he takes 

thee hence. 



xin. 

O, that you were yourself ! but, love, you are 
No longer yours than you yourself here live : 
Against this coming end you should prepare^ 
And your sweet semblance to some other 

give. [lease 

So should that beauty which you hold ill 
Find no determination : then you were 
Yourself again, after yourself s decease, 
When your sweet issue your sweet foroi 

should bear. 
Who lets so fair a house fall to decay. 
Which husbandry in honor might upnold 
Against the stormy gusts of wmter's dajr. 
And barren rage of death's eternal cold r 
O I none but unthrif ts : — dear my love, jfOV 

know 
Yoa had a father ; let your son say sOi 
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Not from the stars do I my judgment pluck; 
And yet me thinks I have astronomy, 
But not to tell of good or evil luck, 
Of plagues, of dearths, or seasons' quality : 
Nor can I fortune to brief minutes tell, 
'Pointing to each his thunder, rain, and wind, 
Or say with princes if it shall go well, 
£y oft predict that I in heaven find : 
But from thine eyes my knowledge I derive, 
And (constant stars) in them I read such ar^ 
As truth and beauty shall together thrive. 
If from thyself to . store thou wouldst con* 

vert: 
Or ebe of thee this I prognosticate. 
Thy end is truth's and beauty's doom and 

date. 

XV. 

When I consider everything that grows 
Holds in perfection but a little moment, 
That this huge state presenteth noueht but 

shows [ment ; 

Whereon the stars in secret influence c<5m- 
When I perceive that men as plants increase. 
Cheered and check'd even by the self-same 

sky ; [crease, 

Vaunt in their youthful sap, at height de« 
And wear their brave state out of memory ; 
Then the conceit of this inconstant stay 
Sets you most rich in youth before my sights 
Where wasteful Time debateth with Decay, 
To change your day of youth to sullied night | 
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And, all in war with Time, for love of you^ 
As he takes from you, I engraft you new. 

XVI. 

But wherefore do not you a mightier way 
Make war upon this bloody tyrant, Time ? 
And fortify yourself in your decay [rhyme f 
With means more blessed than my barren 
Now stand you on the top of happy hours ; 
And many maiden gardens, yet unset. 
With virtuous wislT would bear your living 

flowers. 
Much liker than your painted counterfeit : 
So should the lines of life that life repair, 
Which this, Time's pencil, or my puful i)en. 
Neither in inward worth, nor outward fair, 
Can make you live yourself in eyes of men. 

To give away yourself keeps vourself still ; 

And you must live, drawn by your own 
sweet skill. 

XVII. 

Who will believe my verse in time to come, 
If it were fiU'd with your mo&t hip;h deserts ? 
Though yet, heaven knows, it is but as a 

tomb [your parts. 

Which hides your life, and shows not half 
If I could write the beauty of your eyes, 
And in fresh numbers number all your 

graces, 
The age to come would say, " This poet llei. 
Such heavenly touches ne^er touched eartiily 

faces.** 
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So should m^ papers, yellowM with their age^ 
Be scorned, hke old men of less truth than 

tongue ; 
And your true rights be term'd a poet's rage, 
And stretched metre of an antique song : 
But were some child of yours alive that 

time, 
You should live twice : — in it, and in my 
rhyme. 

XVIII. 

Shall I compare thee to a summer's day ? 
Thou art more lovely and more temperate : 
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of 

May, [date : 

And summer's lease hath all too short a 
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines. 
And often is his gold complexion dimm'd ; 
And every fair from fair sometime declines, 
By chance, or nature's changing course, un- 

trimm'd ; 
But thy eternal summer shall not fade. 
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest ; 
Nor shall Death brag thou wander'st in his 

shade. 
When in eternal lines to time thou growest; 
So long as men can breathe, or eyes can 

see. 
So long lives this, and this gives life to 

thee. 

XIX. 

Devouring Time, blunt thou the lion's paws» 
And make the earth devour her own sweet 
brood ; 
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Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger's 

jawSy 
And bum the long-lived phoenix in her blood % 
Make glad and sorry seasons, as thou fleet'st^ 
And do whatever thou wilt, swift-footed Time, 
To the wide world and all her fading sweets \ 
But I forbid thee one most heinous crime : 
O, carve not with thy hours my love's fair 

brow, [pen ; 

Nor draw no lines there with thine antique 
Him in thy course untainted do allow, 
For beauty's pattern to succeedine; men. 
Yet, do thy worst, old Time : despite thy 

wrong. 
My love shall in my verse ever live youn^ 



XX. 

A woman's face, with Nature^s own hand 

painted. 
Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion ; 
A woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted 
With shifting change, as is ^se women's 

fashion ; [rolling. 

An eye more bright than theirs, less false in 
.Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth ; 
A man in hue, all hues in his controlling, 
Which steals men's eyes, and women's souls 

amazeth. 
And for a woman wert thou first created ; 
Till Nature, as she wrought thee, fell a-doting. 
And, by addition, me of thee defeated, 
By adding one thing to my purpose nothing. 
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But since she prick*d thee out for women's 

pleasure. 
Mine be thy love, and thy love's use their 

treasure. 

XXI. 

So is it not with me as with that Muse, 
Stirr'd by a painted beauty to his verse ; 
Who heaven itself for ornament doth use. 
And every fair with his fair doth rehearse ; 
Making a couplement of proud compare, 
With sun and moon, with earth and sea's rich 
gems, [rare 

With April's first-bom flowers, and all things 
That heaven's air in this huge rondure hems. 
O, let me, true in love, but truly write. 
And then believe me, my love is as fair 
As any mother's child, though not so bright 
As those gold candles fix'd m heaven's air : 

Let them say more that like of hearsay well ; 

I will not praise, that purpose not to self. 

XXII. 

My glass shall not persuade me I am old, 
So long as youth and thou are of one date ; 
But when in thee time's furrows I behold. 
Then look I death my days should expiate. 
For all that beauty that doth cover thee 
Is but the seemly raiment of my heart. 
Which in thy breast doth live, as thine in me ; 
How can I, then, be elder than thou art ? 
O, therefore, love, be of thyself so wary, 
A& I, not for myself, but for thee will ; 
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Bearing thy heart, which I will keep so chaty 
As tender nurse her babe from faring ilL 

Presume not on thy heart when mine is 
slain ; [aeain. 

Thou gav'st me thine, not to give back 

XXIII. 

As an unperfect actor on the stage, 
Who with his fear is put besides his part, 
Or some fierce thing replete with too much 

rage, * [own heart ; 

Whose strength's abundance weakens his 
So I, for fear of trust, forget to say 
The perfect ceremony of love's rite, [cay» 
And in mine own love's strength seem to de- 
O'ercharged with burden of mine own love's 

might. 
O, let my books be, then, the eloquence 
And dumb presagers of my speaking breast ; 
Who plead for love, and look for recompence, 
More than that tongue that more hath more 

expressed. 
O, learn to read what silent love hath writ ; 
To hear with eyes belongs to love's fine wit. 

XXIV. 

Mine eye hath play'd the painter, and hath 

stelPd 
Thy beauty's form in table of my heart ; 
My body is the frame wherein 'tis held, 
And p^spective it is best painter's art. 
For through the painter must you see his skill, 
To find where your true imare pictured lies* 
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Which m my bosom's shop is haneing still, 
That hath his windows glazed with thine eyes. 
Now see what good turns eyes for eyes have 

done ; [for me 

Mine eyes have drawn thy shape, and thine 
Are windows to my breast, where-through 

the sun 
Delights to peep, to gaze therein on thee ; 
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art, 
They draw but what they see, know not the 

heart. 

XXV. 

Let those who are in favor with their stars, 
Of public honor and proud titles boast, 
Whilst I, whom fortune of such triumph bars, 
Unlook'd-for joy in that I honor most. 
Great princes' favorites their fair leaves spread 
But as the marigold at the sun's eye ; 
And in themselves their pride lies buri^ 
For at a frown they in their elory die. 
The painful warrior famoused for fight, 
After a thousand victories once foil^. 
Is from the book of honor raz^d quite. 
And all the rest forgot for which he toiPd : 
Then happy I, that love and am beloved 
Where I may not remove, nor be removed 

XXVI. 

Lord of my love, to whom in vassalajB;e 
Thy merit hath my duty strongly knit, 
To thee I send this written embassage^ 
To witness duty, not to show my wit : , 
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Duty so great, which wit so poor as mine 
May make seem bare, in wanting words to 

show it ; 
But that I hope some good conceit of thine 
In thy souPs thought, all naked, will bestow it.: 
Till whatsoever star that guides by moving 
Points on me graciously with fair aspect, 
And puts apparel on my tatter'd loving, 
To show me worthy of thy sweet respect : 
Then may I dare to boast how I do love 

thee ; [mayst prove me. 

Till then, not show my head where thou 

XXVII. 

Weary with toil, I haste me to my bed, 
The aear repose for limbs with travel tired ; 
But then begins a journey in my head. 
To work my mind, when body's work's expired : 
For then my thoughts (from far where I abide) 
Intend a zealous pilgrimage to thee, 
And keep my drooping eyelids open wide. 
Looking on darkness which the blind do see ; 
Save that my souPs imaginary sight 
Presents thy shadow to my sightless view, 
Which, like a jewel hung in ghastly night, 
Makes black night beauteous, and her old 
face new. [mind, 

Lo, thus, by day my limbs, by night my 
For thee, and for myself, no quiet find. 

XXVIII. 

How can I, then, return in happy plight 
That am debarred the benefit of rest F 
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l^en da3r's oppression is not eased by 

night, 
But day by night and night by day oppressed ? 
And each, though enemies to either *s reign, 
Do in consent shake hands to torture me, 
The one by toil, the other to complain 
How far 1 toil, still farther o£E from thee. 
J tell the day, to please him, thou art bright, 
And dost him grace when clouds do blot the 

heaven : 
So flatter I the swart-complexion'd night ; 
When sparkling stars twire not, thou gild'st 

the even. 
But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer, 
And night doth nightly nuike grief's 

strength seem stronger. 

XXIX. 

When in disgrace with fortune and men's 

eyes, 
I all alone beweep my outcast state. 
And trouble desu heaven with my bootless 

cries, 
And look upon myself, and curse my ^te. 
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 
Featured like him, like him with friends pos* 

sess'd. 
Desiring this man's art, and that man's scope^ 
With what I most enjoy contented least ; 
Yet in these thoughts myself almost despis* 

mg, 
Haply I think on thee,— and then mjr State 
(Like to the lark at break of ^ |C?)TOgie 
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From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven's 

gate; 
For thj^ sweet love remembered such wealth 

brings, 
That then I scorn to change my state witli 

kings. 

XXX. 

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 
I summon up remembrance of things past, 
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, 
Ana with old woes new wail my dear time's 

waste : 
Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow, 
For precious friends hid in death's dateless 

night. 
And weep afresh love's long-siace-cancell'd 

woe, 
And moan the expense of many a vanish'd 

sight : 
Then can I grieve at grievances foregone, 
And heavily from woe to woe tell o'er 
The sad account of fore-bemoaned moan^ 
Which I new pay as if not paid before. 
But if the while I think onl^ee, dear friend^ 
All losses are restored, and sorrows end* 

XXXI. 

Thy bosom is endeared with all hearts, 
Which I by lacking have suppose dead ; 
And there reigns love, and all love's loving 

Farts, 
those friends which I tl^ou|^| buried. 
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How many a holy and obsequious tear 
Hath dear-religious love stolen from mine eyet 
As interest of the dead, which now appear 
But things removed, that hidden in thee lie ! 
Thou art the grave where buried love doth 

live, 
Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone, 
Who all their parts of me to thee did give ; 
That due of many now is thine alone : 
Their images I loved I view in thee, 
And thou (all they) hast all-the-all A me. 



XXXII. 

If thou survive my well-contented day, 
When that churl Death my bones with oust 

shall cover, 
And shalt by fortune once more re-survey 
These poor rude lines of thy deceasM lover. 
Compare them with the bettering of the time ; 
And though they beoutstripp'doy every pen. 
Reserve them for my love, not for their 

rhyme, 
Exceeded by the height of happier meik 
O, then vouchsafe me but this loving 

thought, — 
•Had my friend's Muse grown with this 

growing age, 
A dearer birth than this his love had brought^ 
To march in ranks of better equipage : 
But since he died, and poets better prove. 
Theirs for their style rll read, his for his 

love." Digitized by <^OOgle 
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' XXXIIl. 

Full many a glorious morning have I seen 
Flatter the mountain-tops with sovereign eyc^ 
Kissing with golden face the meadows green. 
Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy 
Anon permit the basest clouds to ride 
With ugly rack on his celestial face, 
And from the forlorn world his visage hide. 
Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace : 
Even so m^ sun one early mom did shine 
With all-tnumphant splendor on my brow ; 
But out ! alack ! he was but one hour mine. 
The region cloud hath mask'd him from me 

now. 
Yet him for this my love no whit disdain* 

eth; 
Suns of the world may stain, when heaven'f 

sun staineth. 

XXXIV. 

Why didst thou promise such a beauteous 

day, 
And make me travel forth without my cloak 
To let base clouds o'ertake me in my way. 
Hiding thy bravery in their rotten smoke ? 
*Tis not enough that through the cloud thou 

break. 
To dry the rain on my storm4)caten face. 
For no man well of such a salve can speak. 
That heals the wound, and cures not Ae dis 

grace: 
Nor can thy shame give physic to my grief t 



Though thou repent, yet I have still the loss: 
The offender's sorrow lends but weak relief 
To him that bears the strong ofiEence's cross. 

Ah ! but those tears are pearl which thy 
love sheds. 

And they are rich, and ransom all ill deedtc 

XXXV. 

No more be grieved at that which thou hast 

done : 
Roses have thorns, and silver fountains mud; 
Clouds and eclipses stain both moon and 

sun, ' • 

And loathsome canker lives in Sweetest bud. 
All men make faults, and even I in this. 
Authorizing thy trespass with compare, 
Mjrself corrupting, salving thy amiss, 
Excusing thy sins more than thy sins are : 
• For to thy sensual fault I bring in sense, 
(Thy adverse party is thy advocate,) 
And 'gainst my sell a lawful plea commence : 
Such civil war is in my love and hate. 
That I an accessory needs must be 
To that sweet thief which sourly robs from 
me- 

XXXVI. 

Let me confess that we two must be twain^ 
Although our undivided loves are one : 
So shall those blots that do with me remaiOf 
Without thy help, by me be borne alone, 
Jn our two loves there is but one respect 
Though in our lives a separable spit^ogie 
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Which though it alter not love's sole effect, 
Yet doth it steal sweet hours from love's d& 

light 
I may not evermore acknowledge thee, 
Lest my bewailed guilt should do thee 

shsune; 
Nor thou with public kindness honor me, 
Unless thou take that honor from thv name : 
But do not so ; I love thee in such sort. 
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good re* 

port. 

XXXVII. 

As a decrepit father takes delieht 
To see his active child do deeds of yoirth, 
So I, made lame by fortune's dearest s^Hte, 
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truA ; 
For whether beautv, birth, or wealth, or wit. 
Or any of these all, .or all, or more, 
Entitled in thy parts do crowned sit, 
I make my love engrafted to this store : 
So then I am not lame, poor, nor despised, 
Whilst that this shadow doth such substance 

^ve, 
That I in thy abundance am sufficed, 
And bv a part of all thy- glory live. 

Look what is best, that best I wish in thee: 
This wish I have ; then ten times happy 
me! 

XXXVIII. 

How can my Muse want subject to invent, 
^Vhile thou dost breathe, that pour'st into 
my verse D,g,t,zedbyLjOogie 



Thine own sweet argument, too excellent 
For every vulgar paper to rehearse ? 
O, give thyseS the thanks, if aught in me 
Worthy perusal stand against thy sight ; 
For who's so dumb that cannot write to thee^ 
When thou th3rself dost give invention light F 
Be thou the tenth Muse, ten times more in 

worth 
Than those old nine which rhymers invocate ; 
And he that calls on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternal numbers to ouUive long date. 

If my slight Muse do please these curious 
days, [praise. 

The pain be nune, but thine shall be the 

XXXIX. 

O, how thy worth with manners mav I sing, 
When thou art all the better part ot me ? 
What can mine own praise to mine own self 

bring ? [thee ? 

And what is't but mine own, when I praise 
Even for this let us divided live, 
And our dear love lose name of single one, 
That by this separation I may give 
That due to thee, which thou deserv'st alone. 
O absence, what a torment wouldst thou prove, 
Were it not thy sour leisure gave sweet leave 
To entertain the time with thoughts of love, 
(Which time and thoughts so sweetly doth 

deceive,) [twain. 

And that thou teachest how to make one 
By praising him here, who doth hence r^ 

msun ! 
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XL. 

Take all my loves, my love, yea» take them 
all ; [before ? 

What hast thou then more than thou hadst 
No love, my love, that thou mayst true love 
call ; [more. 

All mine was thine, before thou hadst this 
Then, if for my love thou my love receivest, 
I cannot blame thee for my love thou usest ; 
But yet be blamed, if thou thvself deceivest 
By wilful taste of what thyself refusest. 
I do forgive thy robbery, gentle thief. 
Although thou steal thee 3l my poverty ; 
And yet, love knows, it is a greater grief 
To bear love's wrong, than hate's Imown In* 
jury. 
Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows^ 
Kill me with spites ; yet we must not be 
foes. 

XLI. 

Those pretty wrongs that liberty commits 
When I am sometime absent from thy hearty 
Thy beauty and thy years full well befits. 
For still temptation follows where thou art. 
Gentle thou art, and therefore to be won, 
Beauteous thou art, therefore to be assail'd ; 
And when a woman woos, what woman's son 
Will sourly leave her till she have prevailed ? 
Ah me ! but vet thou mightst my seat forbear. 
And chide tny beauty and thy straying youth. 
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Who lead thee in their riot even there 
Where thou art forced to break a two-fold 

truth; 
r Hers, by thy beauty tempting her to thee, 
' Thine, Dy thy beauty being fake to me. 

•XLII. 

That thou hast her, it is not all my grie^ 
fAnd yet.it may be said I loved her dearly; 
/That she hath thee, is of my wailing chief, 
A loss in love that touches me more nearly. 
Loving offenders, thus I will excuse ye : — 
<Tbou dost love her, because thou Icnew'st I 

love her; 
And for my sake even so doth she abuse me, 
Suffering my friend for my sake to approve 

her. 
If I lose thee^ my loss is my love's gain. 
And, losing her, my friend hath found that 

loss. 
Both find each other, and I lose both twain, 
And both for my sake lay on me this cross : 
But here's the joy; my friend and I are 

one; 
. Sweet flattery I then she loves but me alone. 

XLIII. 

When most I wink, then do mine eyes t>e8t 

see, 
For all the day they view things unrespected; 
But when I sleep, in dreams they look on 

thee, [ed; 

And, darkly bright, are bright in dai^k direcU. 
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Then thou, whose shadow shadows dodi make 

brifht, [show 

How would thy shadow's form form happy 
To Ae clear dzy with thy much clearer lif n^ 
When to unseemg eyes thy shade shines so I 
How would (I say) mine eyes be blessed 

made 
By lookine on thee in the living day, 
When in dead nieht thy fair imperiect shade 
Through heavy sleep on sightless eyes dotit 

stay? 
All days are nights to see, tiH I see thee. 
And Bights, bnght days, when dreams do 

show thee me. 

XLIV. 

If the dull substance of my flesh were 

thought, 
Injurious distance should not stop my way ; 
For then, despite of space, I would be 

brought 
From limits far remote, where thou dost stay. 
No matter then, although my foot did stand 
Upon the farthest earth removed from thee : 
For nimble thought can jump both sea and 

land, 
As soon as think the place where he .would 

be. 
But ah! thought kills me, that I am act 

thought. 
To leap large lengths of miles when thou «rt 

gone, 
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But tiiat, so nudi of eardi and water 
wrought, 

I must atteml time's leisure with my moan ; 
Receiving nought by elements so slow. 
But heavy tears, badges of either's woe : 

XLV. 

The other two, slight air and purging fire. 
Are both with thee, wherever I abide ; 
The first my thought, the other my desire, 
These present-absent with swift, motion 

slide. 
For when these quicker elements are gone 
In tender embassy of love to thee, 
My life, being made of four, with two alone 
Sinks down to death, oppressed with melan- 
choly ; 
Until life's composition be recured 
By those swift messengers returned from 

thee, 
Who even but now come back again, assured 
Of th^ fair health, recounting it to me : 
This told, I joy ; but then no longer glad, 
I send them back again, and straight grow 
sad. 

XLVI. 

Mine eye and heart are at a mortal war, 
How to divide the conquest of thy sight ; 
Mine eye my heart thy picture's sight would 

bar, 
My heart mine eye the freedom of that right 
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My heart doth plead that diou in him dost 

lie, 
(A closet never pierced with crystal eyes,) 
But the defendant doth that plea deny. 
And says in him thy fair appearance lies. 
To *cide this title is impannelled 
A quest of thoughts, all tenants to the heart | 
And by their verdict is determined 
The clear eye's moiety, and the dear heart's 
part:' [part,. 

As thus ; mine eye's due is thine outward. 
And my heart's right thine inward love of 
heart. 

XLVII. 

Betwixt mine eye and heart a league is took, 
And each doth good turns now unto the 

other : 
When that mine eye is famish'd for a look. 
Or heart in love with sighs himself doth 

smother, 
With my love's picture then my eye doth 

feast, 
And to the painted banc[uet bids my h^art ; 
Another time mine eye is my heart s guest. 
And in his thoughts of love doth share a 

part : 
So, either by thy picture or my love. 
Thyself away art present still with me ; 
For thou not farther than my thoughts canst 

move, 
And I am still with them, and they with 

thee; 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



SONNETS. 277 

Or if they sleep, thy picture in my sight 
Awakes my heart to heart's and eye's de- 
light 

XLVIII. 

How careful was I, when I took my way, 
Each trifle under truest bars to thrust, 
That, to my use, it might unusM stay 
From h^ds of f alsem>od, in sure wards of 

trust! 
But thou, to whom my jewels trifles are. 
Most worthy comfort, now my greatest grief, 
Thou, best of dearest, and mine only care, 
Art left the prey of every vulgar thief. 
Thee have I not lockM up in any chest, 
Save where thou art not, though I feel thou 

art. 
Within the gentle closure of my breast. 
From whence at pleasure thou mayst come 

and part ; 
. And even tnence thou wilt be stolen, I 

feaiv 
For truth proves thievish for a prize so. 

dear. 

XLIX. 

Against that time, if ever that time come, 
When I shall see thee frown on my defects, 
Whenas thy love hath cast his utmost sum, 
Call'd to that audit bv advised respects ; 
Against that time, wiien thou shalt strangely 

pass. 
And scarcely greet me with that sun, thine 
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When love, converted from the thing it was, 
Shall reasons find of settled gravity ; 
Against that time do I ensconce me^ here 
Within the knowledge of mine own desert, 
And this my hand ajg^ainst myself uprear, 
To guard the lawful reasons on thy part : 

To leave poor me thou hast the strength 
of laws, 

Since why to love I can allege no cause* 



How heavy do I journey on the way, 
When what I seek — my weary travePs end— 
Doth teach that ease and that repose to say^ 
** Thus far the miles are measured from thy 

friend ! " ^ 

The beast that bears me, tired with my woe 
Plods dully on, to bear that weirfit in me, 
As if by some instinct the wret<3i did know 
His rider loved not speed, being made from 

thee: 
The bloody spur cannot provoke him oa 
That sometimes anger thrusts into his Wde, 
Which heavily he answers with a groan, 
More sharp to me than spurring to his side 5 
For that same groan doth put this in ray 

mind : — 
My grief lies onward, and my Joy behind, 

LI. 

Thus can my love excuse the slow offence 
Of my dull bearer, when from thee I speed: 
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From where thou art why should I haste me 

thence ? 
Till I return, of posting is no need. 
O, what excuse will my poor beast then find, 
When swift extremity can seem but slow ? 
Then should I spur, though mounted on the 

wind ; 
In winged speed no motion shall I know : 
Then can no horse with my desire keep 

pace ; j 
Therefore desire, of perfect'st love being 

made, 
Shall neigh (no dull flesh) in his fiery race ; 
But love, for love, thus shall excuse my 

jade,— 
Since from thee going he went wilful-slow, 
Towards thee I'll run, and give him leave 

to go. 

LII. 

So am I as the rich, whose blessed key 
Can bring him to his sweet up-Locked treas* 

ure. 
The which he will not every hour survey, 
For blunting the fine point of seldom pleas* 

ure. 
Therefore are feasts so solemn and so rare, 
Since, seldom coming, in the long year set. 
Like stones oi worth they thinly pisichd are. 
Or captain jewels in the carcanet. 
So is the time that keeps you, as my chest, 
Or as the wardrobe which the robe doth hide^ 
To make some special instant special-blest. 
By new unfolding his imprison'd pride. 
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Blessed are you, whose worthiness gives' 

scope, 
Being had, to triumph, being lack'd, to hope. 

LIII. 

What is your substance, whereof are you 

made. 
That millions of strange shadows on you 

tend? 
Since everyone hath, every onb, one's shade^ • 
And you, but one, can every shsidow lend. 
Describe Adonis, and the counterfeit 
Is poorly imitated after you ; 
On Helen's cheek all art of beauty set, 
And you in Grecian tires are painted new: 
Speak of the spring, and foison of the year ;. • 
The one doth shaclow of your beauty show, 
The other as your bounty doth appear ; 
And you in everv blessed shape we know. 
In all external grace you have some part, \ 
But you like none, none you, for constant 

neart. 

LIV. 

O, how much more doth beauty beauteois 

seem. 
By that sweet ornament which truth dotb 

give! 
The rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem 
For that sweet odor which doth in it live. 
The canker-blooms have full as deep a dye 
As the perfumM tinctUre of the roses. 
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Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly 
When summer's breath their masked buds 

discloses ; 
But, for their virtue only is their show, 
They live unwooM, and unrespected fade ; 
Die to themselves. Sweet roses do not so ; 
Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odom 

made: 
And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth, 
When that shall fade, by verse distils your 

truth. 

LV. 

Not marble, not the ^Ided monuments 
Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme ; 
But you shall shine more bright in these con- 
tents [time. 
Than unswept stone, besmear'd with sluttish 
When wasteful war shall statues overturn, 
And broils root out the work of masonr}', 
Nor Mars his sword nor war's quick fire shall 

bum 
The living record of your memory. 
'Gainst death and all oblivious enmity 
Shall you pace forth ; your praise shall stiA 

find room. 
Even in the eyes of all posterity 
That wear this world out to the' ending doom. 
So, till the judgment that yourself arise, 
You live in this, and dwell in lovers' eyes. 

LVI. 

Sweet love, renew thy force ; be it not said, 
Thy edge should blunter be than appetite, 
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Which but to-day by feeding is allay'd, 
Tomorrow sharpen d in his former might : 
So, love, be thou : although to-day thou fill 
Thy hungry eyes, even till they wink witk 

fulness. 
To-morrow see again, and do not kill 
The spirit of love with a perpetual dulness. 
Let this sad interim like the ocean be 
Which parts the shore, where two contracted- 
new 
Come daily to the banks, that, when the^ see 
Return of love, more blest may be the view; 
Or call it winter, which, being full of care, 
Makes summer's welcome thrice more 
wished, more rare. 

LVII. 

Being your slave, what should I do but tend 
Upon the hours and times of your desire ? 
I have no precious time at all to spend, 
Nor services to do, till you require. 
Nor dare I chide the world-without-end houfy 
Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for 

you, 
Nor thmk the bitterness of absence sour, 
When you have bid your servant once adieu; 
Nor dare I question with my jealous thought 
Where you may be, or your affairs suppose, 
But, like a sad slave, stay and think of nought. 
Save, where you are how happy you xx^e 

those : 
So true a fool is love, that in your will 
(Though you do anything) he thinks no ilL 
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Lvin. 

That god forbid that made me first your slave. 
C should in thought control your times ol 

pleasure, 
Or at your hand the account of hours to 

crave, 
Being your vassal, botmd to stay your leisiu^ ! 
O, let me suffer {being at your beck) 
The imprison 'd absence of your liberty ; 
And patience, tame to sufferance, bide each 

check. 
Without accusing you of injury. 
Be where you list ; your charter is so strong, 
That you yourself may privilege your time : 
Do what you will, to you it doth belong 
Yourself to pardon of self-doing crime. 
I am to wait, though waiting so be hell ; 
Not blame your pleasure, l^ it ill or well. 

LIX. 

If there be nothing new, but that which is 
Hath been before, how are our brains be* 

guiled, 
Which laboring for invention, bear amiss 
The second burden of a former child ! 
O, that recdrd could with a backward look, 
Even of five hundred courses of the sun, 
Show me your ima^ in some antique book, 
Since mind at first m character was done ! 
That I might see what the old world could 

say 
To this composM wonder of your frame ; 
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Whether we are mended, or whether bettef 

they, 
Or whether revolution be the same. 
. O ! sure I am, the wits of former days 
To subjects worse have given acuniring 

praise. 

LX. 

Like as the waves make towards the pebbled 

shore. 
So do our minutes hasten to their end ; 
Each changing place with that which goes 

before, 
In sequent toil all forwards do contend. 
Nativity, once in the main of light, 
Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown'd» 
Crooked eclipses 'gainst his glorv fight, 
And Time, that gave, doth now his gift con- 

found. 
Time doth transfix the flourish set on youths 
And delves the parallels in beauty's brow ; 
Feeds on the rarities of nature's truth. 
And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow. 
And yet, to times in hope, my verse shall 

stand. 
Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand 

LXI. 

Is it thy will thy image should keep open 
My heavy eyelids to the weary night ? 
Dost thou desire my slumbers should be 
broken, [sight ? 

While shadows like to thee do mock my 
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H it' thy spirit that thou send'st from thee 
So far from home, into my deeds to pry ; 
To find out shames and idle hours in me, . 
The scope and tenor of thy jealousy ? 
O no! thy love, though much, is not so 

great; 
It is my love that keeps mine eye awake ; 
Mine own true love that doth my rest def eat. 
To play the watchman ever for thy sake : 

For thee watch I, whilst thou doth wake 
elsewhere, 

From me far off, with others all-too-near. 

LXII. 

Sin of self-love possesseth all mine eye, 
And all my soul, and all my every part ; 
And for this sin there is no remedy. 
It is so grounded inward in my heart. 
Methinks no face so gracious is as mine. 
No shape so true, no truth of such account, 
And for myself mine own worth do define. 
As I all otner*in all worths surmount. 
But when my glass shows me myself indeed» 
Seated and chopp'd with tann'd antiquity. 
Mine own self-love quite contrary I reaa ; 
Self so self-loving were iniquity. 

'Tis thee (myself) that for myself I praise. 
Painting my age with beauty of thy days. 

LXIII. 

i^ainst my love shall be, as I am now, 
19^th Time's injurious hand crush'd ando'cfw 
worn. 
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When hours have drain'd his blood, andfiU'd 

his brow 
With lines and wrinkles ; when his youthful 

mom 
Hath travelled on to age's steepy night ; 
And all those beauties, whereof now he% 

king, 
Are vanishing or vanish M out of sight, 
Stealing away the treasure of his spring ; 
For such a time do I now fortify 
A^inst confounding age's cruel knife, 
That he shall never cut from memory 
My sweet love's beauty, though my lover's 

life: 
His beauty shall in these black lines be 

seen, 
And they shall live, and he in them, still 

green. 

LXIV. 

When I have seen by Time's fell hand de- 
faced 
The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age ; 
When sometime lofty towers I see dowu* 

razed, 
And brass eternal, slave to mortal rage ; 
When I have seen the hungry ocean gain 
Advantage on the kingdom 6i the shore, 
And the firm soil win of the watery main. 
Increasing store with loss, and loss with 

store; 
When I have seen such interchange of states 
Or state itself confounded to decay ; 
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Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate- 
That Time will come and take my love away. 
This thought is as a death, which cannot 

choose 
But weep to have that which it fears to 
lose. 

LXV. 

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor bound- 

less sea, 
But sad mortality o*ers ways their power. 
How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea. 
Whose action is no stronger than a flower ? 
O, how shall summer's honey breath hold out 
Against the wreckful siege of battering days. 
When rocks impregnable are not so stout. 
Nor gates of steel so strong, but Time de- 
cays? 
O fearful meditation ; where, alack ! 
Shall Time's best jewel from Time's chest 

lie hid? 
Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot 

back? 
Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid ? 
O, none, unless this miracle have might. 
That in black ink my love may still shin* 
bright. 

LXVI. 

Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,— 
As, to behold desert a beggar born, 
AikI needy nothing trimm'd in jollity, 
And purest faith unhappily forsworn. 
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And gilded iionor shamefully misplaced. 
And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted. 
And right perfection wrongfully disgraced. 
And strength by limping sway aisab(e)l^d, 
And art made tongue-tied by authority, 
And folly (doctor-like) controlling skill, 
And simple truth miscall'd simplicity, 
And captive good attending captain ill : 

Tired with all these, from diese would 1 
be gone. 

Save that, to die, I leave my love alone. 

LXVII. 

Ah I wherefore with infection should he live^ 
And with his presence grace impiety, 
That sin by him advantage shoidd achieve, 
And lace itself with his society ? 
Why should false painting imitate his cheeky 
Ana steal dead seeming of his living hue? 
Why should poor beauty indirectly seek 
Roses of shadow, since liis rose is true ? 
Why should he live, now Nature bankrupt ia^ 
Beggar'd of blood to blush through hvely 

veins ? 
For she hath no exchequer now but his, 
And, proud of many, lives upon his gains. 

O, him she stores, to show what wealA 
she had 

In days long since, before these last so bad 

LXVIII. 

Thus is his cheek the map of days outworn. 
When beauty lived and died as flowers do now 
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Before these bastard signs of fair were bom, 
Or durst inhabit on a living brow ; 
Before the eolden tresses of the dead, 
The right of sepulchres, were shorn away, 
To live a second life on second head ; 
Ere beauty's dead fleece made another gay : 
In him those holy antique hours are seen, 
Without all ornament, itself, and true. 
Making no summer of another's green, 
Robbing no old to dress his beauty new ; 
And him as for a map doth Nature store. 
To show false Art what beauty was of 
yore. 

LXIX. 

Those parts of thee that the world's eye doth 

view 
Want nothing that the thought of hearts can 

mend: 
All tongues (the voice of souls) give thee that 

due, 
Uttering bare truth, even so as foes com* 

mend. 
Thine outward thus with outward praise it 

crown'd ; 
But those same tongues that give thee so 

thine own. 
In other accents do this praise confound, 
By seeing farther than the eye hath shown. 
They look into the beauty of thy mindi 
And that, in guess, they measure by thf 

deeds ; 
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Then (churls) their thoughts, although theif 

eyes were kind, 
To thy fair flower and the rank smell ol 
weeds: 
But why thy odor matcbeth not thy show, 
The solve is this, that thou dost common 
grow. 

LXX. 

That thou art blamed shall not be thy de* 

feet, 
For slander's mark was ever yet the fair ; 
The ornament of beauty is suspect, 
A crow that flies in heaven's sweetest air. 
So thou be good, slander doth but approve 
Thy worth the greater, being woo'd of time ; 
For canker vice the sweetest buds doth love, 
And thou present'st a pure unstained prime. 
Thou hast pass'd by the ambush of young 

days, 
Either not assail'd, or victor being charged ; 
Yet this thy praise cannot be so thy praise. 
To tie up envy, evermore enlarged : 

If some suspect of ill mask'dnot thy show, 
Then thou alone kingdoms of hearts 

shouldst owe. 

LXXI. 

No longer mourn for me when I am dead 
Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell 
Give warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vile world, with vilest wormj tc 
dwell: 
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Nay, if you read this line, remember not 
The hand that writ it : for I love you so, 
That I in your sweet thoughts would be fo^ 

If thi^ng on me then should make you 

woe. 
O, if (I say) you look upon this verse, 
When I perhaps compounded am with clay, 
Do not so much as my poor name rehearse 5 
But let your love even with my life decay : 
Lest the wise worid should look into your 

moan. 
And mock you with me after I am gone. 

LXXII. 

O, lest the world should task you to recite 
What merit lived in me, that you should love 
After my death,-— dear love, forget me quite •,. 
For you in me can nothing worthy prove, 
Unless you would devise some virtuous lie. 
To do more for me than mine own desert. 
And hang more praise upon deceased I 
Than niggard truth would willingly impart : 
O, lest your true love may seem false in this^ 
That you for love speak well of me untrue, 
My name be buried where my body is, 
And live no more to shame nor me nor you. 

For I am shamed by that which I bring 
forth. 

And so should you, to love things nothing 
worth. 
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LXXIIL 

That time of year thou mayst in me behold 
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do 

hang 
Upon those boughs which shake against the 

cold, 
Bare ruin'd choirs, where late the sweet birdf 

sang. 
In me thou see'st the twilight of such day 
As after sunset fadeth in the west ; 
Which by-and-by black night doth take 

away, 
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest. 
In me thou see'st the glowing of such fire, 
That on the ashes of his youth doth lie, 
As the death-bed whereon it must expire, 
Consumed with that which it was nourished 

by. 

This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love 

more strong. 
To love that well which thou must leave 

ere long : 

Lxxnr. 

But be contented : when that fell arrest 
Without all bail shall carry me away, 
My life hath in this line some interest, , r 
Which for memorial still with thee sha| 

stay. 
When thou reviewest this, thou dost Mview 
The very part was consecrate to thee : 
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The earth can have but earth, which b his 

due; 
My spirit is thine, the better part of me : 
So, then, thou hast but lost the dregs of life^ 
The prey of worms, my body being dead ; 
The coward conquest of a wretches knife, 
Too base of thee to be remembered. 

The worth of that, is that which it con- 
tains. 
And that is this, and this with thee re* 
mains. 

LXXV. 

So are you to my thoughts, as food to life, 
Or as sweet-season'd showers are to the 

ground ; 
And for the peace of you I hold such strife 
As 'twixt a miser and his wealth is found : 
Now proud as an enjoyer, and anon 
Doubting the filching age will steal^his treas- 
ure ; 
Kow countine best to be with you alone, 
Then better'd that the world may see my 

pleasure : 
Sometime all full with feasting on youi 

sight, 
And by-and-by clean starved for a look ; 
Possessing or pursuing no delight. 
Save what is had or must from you be toolb 
Thus do I pine and surfeit day by day, 
Or gluttoning on all, or all away. 
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LXXVI. 

Why is my verse so barren of new pride ? 
So far from variation or quick change ? 
Why, with the time, do I not glance aside 
To new-found methods and to compouads 

strange ? 
Why write I still all one, ever the same, . 
Anci keep invention in a noted weed, 
That every word doth almost tell my name. 
Showing their birth, and where they did pro- 
ceed ? 
O, know, sweet love, I always write of you, 
And you and love are still my argument ; 
So all my best is dressing; ola words new, 
Spending again what is already spent : 
For as the sun is daily new and old. 
So is my love still telling what is told. 

LXXVII. 

Thy gla^s will show thee how thy beauties 

wear, 
Thy dial how thy precious minutes waste ; 
The vacant leaves thy mind's imprint will 

bear, [taste. 

And of this book this learnioff mayst thou 
The wrinkles which thy glass will truly show. 
Of mouthed graves will give thee memory \ 
Thou by thy dial's shady stealth mayst kooir 
Time's thievish progress to eternity. 
Look, what thy memory cannot contain, 
Commit to these waste blanks, and thoo 

Shalt find ' 
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Those children nursed, deliver'd from thy 
brain, 

To take a new acquaintance of thv mind. 
These offices, so oft as thou wilt look, 
Shall profit thee, and much enrich tidy book* 

LXXVIII. 

So oft have I invoked thee for my Muse, 
And found such fair assistance in my verse^ 
As every alien pen hath got my use, 
And under thee their poesy disperse. 
Thine eyes, that taught the dumb on high to 

sing, 
And heavy ignorance aloft to fly. 
Have added feathers to the leamed's wing. 
And given grace a double majesty. 
Yet be most proud of that which I compile. 
Whose influence is thine, and born of thee : 
In others* works thou dost but mend the 

style. 
And arts with thy sweet g^ces graced be ; 
But thou art aU my art, and dost advance 
As high as learning my rude ignorance. 

LXXIX. 

Whilst I alone did call upon thy aid. 
My verse alone had all thy gentle grace ; 
But now my gracious numbers are decay'd^ 
And my sick Muse doth give another place# 
I grant, sweet love, thy lovely argument 
Deserves the travail oi a worthier pen \ 
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Vet what of thee thy poet doth invent, 
He robs thee of, and pays it thee again. 
He lends' thee virtue, and he stole that word 
From thy behavior ; beauty doth he give. 
And found it in thv -cheek; he can aSord . 
No praise to thee but what in thee doth live. 

Then thank him not for that which he doth 
say, [pay. 

Since what he owes thee thou thyself dost 

LXXX. 

O, how I ^nt when I of you do write, 
Knowing a better spirit doth use your name. 
And in the praise thereof spends all his 
might, [fame I 

To make me tongue-tied, speaking of your 
But since your worth (wide as the ocean is) 
The humble as the proudest sail doth bear. 
My saucy bark, inferior far to his. 
On your broad main doth wilfully appear. 
Your shallowest help will hold me up afloat, 
Whilst he upon your soundless deep dotii 

ride; 
Or, being wreck'd, I am a worthless boat, 
He of tall building, and of eoodly pride : 
Then if he thrive, and I be cast away, 
The worst was this; — my love was my 
decT!' 

LXXXI. 

Or I shall live your epitaph to make. 

Or you survive when I in earth am rotten; 
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From hence /our menory death cannot take, 
Although in me each part will be forj^otten. 
Your name from hence immortal hfe shall 
have, [die : 

Though ly once gone, to all the world must 
The earth can yield me but a common ^rave^ 
When you entombed in men's eyes shaul lie. 
your monument shall be mv gentle verse, 
Which eyes not vet createa shall o'er-read; 
And tongues to be, your being shall rehearse, 
When allthe breathers of this world are dead ; 
You still shall live (such virtue hath my 

pen) 
Where breath most breathes, — even in the 
mouths of men. 

Lxxxn. 

I grant thou wert not married to my Muse, 
And therefore mayst without attaint o'erlook 
The dedicated words which writers use 
Of their fair subject, blessing every book. 
Thou art as fair in knowledge as in hue, 
Finding thy worth a limit past my praise ; 
And therefore art enforcecf to seek anew 
Some fresher stamp of the time-bettering 

days. 
And do so, love ; yet when they have devisv*i 
What strained touches rhetoric can lend. 
Thou truly fair wert truly sympathized, 
In true-plain words, by thy true-telling friend ; 

And their gross painting might be better 
used [abused. 

Where cheeks need blood : in thee it is 
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I never saw that you did paiDtin|; need. 
And therefore to your fair no painting set ; 
I found, or thought I found, you did exceed 
The barren tender of a poet's debt : 
And therefore have I slept in your report, 
That you yourself, being extant, well might 

show 
How far a modern quill doth come too short, 
Speaking of worth, what worth In you doth 

grow. 
This silence for my sin you did impute, 
Which shall be most my glory, being dumb ? 
For I impair not beaut jr, being mute, [tomb. 
When others would give life, and bring a 
There lives more ]m in one of your fair 

eyes 
Than DOth your poets can in praise devise. 

LXXXIV. 

Who is it that says most? which can say 
more [you ? 

Than this rich praise,— that you alone are 
In whose confine immured is the. store 
Which should example where your equal 

grew? 
Lean penury within that pen doth dwell. 
That to his subject lends not some smal 

glory; 
But he that writes of you, if he can tell 
That you are you, so dignifies his story. 
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Let y^lm but copy what in you is writ, 
Net making worse what Nature made so clear, 
AnJ tfuch a counterpart shaU fame his wit, 
Mak^iig his style admired everywhere, 
Y64 to your beauteous blessings add a 

curse, 
Being fond on praise, which makes your 
praises worse. 

LXXXV 

My tongue-tied Muse in manners hoMs her 

still, « [piledf 

While comments of your praise, richly com^ 
Reserve their character wiUi golden quill. 
And precious phrase by all the Muses filed. 
I think good thoughts, while others write 

fi^o^ words. 
And, like unlettered clerk, still cry ** Amen ** 
To eveiT hymn that able spirit attords, 
In polish'd'form of welk*efinM pen. 
Hearing you praised, 1 say, "*Tis so, 'tis 

true," [more; 

And to th$ most of praise add something 
But that is in my thou|^ht, whose love to you. 
Though words come hmdmost, holds his rank 

before. 
Then others for the breath of words re* 

spect, [effect 

Me for my dumb thoughts, speaking in 

LXXXVI. 

Was it the proud full sail of his ^eat verse^ 
Bound for the prize of all-too-precious you. 
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That did my ripe thoughts in mj bndn Ifr 
hearse, [grew? 

Making their tomb the womb wherein they 
Was it his spirit, by spirits taught to write 
Above a mortal pitch, that struck me dead ? 
No, neither he, nor his compeers by night 
Giving him aid, my verse astonished. 
He, nor that affable-famiiiar ghost 
Which nightly gulls him with intelligence. 
As victors, oi my silence cannot boast ; 
I was not sick of any fear from thence ; 

But when your countenance filed up his 
)mti [mine. 

Then lack'd I matter; that enfeebled 

Lxxxvn. 

Farewell I thou art too dear lor my possess 

And like enough thou know'st thy estittute : 
The charter of thy worth gives thee releas- 
ing; 
My bonds in thee are all determinate. 
For bow do I hold thee but by thy granting? 
And for that riches where is my deserving? 
The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting, 
And so mv patent back again is swervwg. 
Thyself thou gav*st, thy own worth dien not 
knowing, jlng; 

Or me, to whom thou gav'st it, else mistsuc* 
So thy great gift, upon misprision growing, 
Comes home again, on better judgment 
tng. 
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Thus have I had thee, as a dream doth 

flatter, 
In sleep a king, but, waking, no such mati 

ten 

LXXXVIII. 

When thou shalt be disposed to set roe Ifght 
And place my merit in the eye of scorn, 
Upon thy side against myself 111 fight. 
And prove thee virtuous, though thou art 
forsworn. [ed, 

With mine own weakness being best acquaint- 
Upon thy part I can set down a story 
Oi faults conceal'd, wherein I am attainted ; 
That thou, in losing me, shall win much 

glory : 
And I by this will be a gainer too ; 
For bending all my loving thought? o;:i thee. 
The injuries that to myself I do, 
Doing thee vantage, double-vantage me. 
Such is my love, to thee I so belong, 
That for thy right mys^f will bear all 

WVOBg* 

LXXXIX. 

Say that thou didst forsake me for some fault, 
And I will comment upon that offepce : 
Speak of my lameness, and I straight will 

halt; 
Agsunst thy reasons making no defence. 
Thou canst not, love, disgrace me half so d^ 
To set a form upon desired d^^^^j^oogie 
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As m myself disgrace : knowing thy will, 
I will acquaintance strangle, and look strange ; 
Be absent from thv walks ; and in my tongue 
Thy sweet-beloved name no more shall 

dwell ; 
Lest I (too much profane) should do it wrong, 
And haply of our old acquaintance tell. 
For thee, against myself I'll vow debate, 
For I must ne'er love him whom thou dost 
hate. 

xc. 

Then hate me when thou wilt ; if ever, now; 
Now while the world is bent my deeds to 

cross. 
Join with the spite of fortune, make me bow, 
And do not drop in for an after-loss : 
Ah ! do not, when my heart hath scaped this 

sorrow, 
Come in the rearward of a conquer'd woe ; 
Give not a windy night a rainy morrow. 
To linger out a purposed overthrow. 
If thou wilt leave me, do not leave me last, 
When other petty griefs have done their 

spite, 
But in me onset come ; so shall I taste 
At first the very worst of fortune's might ; 
And other strains of woe, which now seem 

woe. 
Compared with loss of thee will not seeni 
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XCI. 

Some |;lorv in their birth, some in their skill* 
Some in their weal th, some in their body's 

force; [lUj 

Some in their garments, though new-fangled 
Some in their hawks and hounds, some \9 

their horse ; 
And every humor hath his adjunct pleasure^ 
Wherein it finds a joy above the rest; 
But these particulars are not my measure ; 
All these I better in one general best. 
Thy love is better than high birth to me. 
Richer than wealth, prouder than garmentD^ 

cost, 
Of more delight than hawks or horses be ; 
And, havine thee, of all men's pride I boast 
Wretched in this alone, that thou mayst 

take 
All this away, and me most wretched make; 

XCII. 

But do thy worst to steal thyself away. 
For term of life thou art assured mine ; 
And life no longer than thy love will stay, 
For it depends upon that love of thine. 
Then need I not to fear the worst of wrongs, 
When in the least of them my life hath end. 
I see a better state to me belongs 
Than that which on thy humor doth depend. 
Thou canst not vex me with inconstant min«t 
Since that my life on thy revolt doth lie. 
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O, what a happy title do I find, 
Happy to have thy love, happy to die ! 
But what's so blessed-fair that fears M 

blot ?— 
Thou mayst be false, and yet I know it 
not: 

xcm. 

So shall I live, supposing thou art true, 
Like a deceived husband ; so love's face 
May still seem love to me, though altered- 

new; 
Thy looks with me, thy heart in other place : 
For there can live no hatred in thine eye, 
Therefore in that I cannot know thy change. 
In many's looks the false heart's history 
Is writ, in moods and frowns and wrinkles 

strange ; ' 
But Heaven in thy creation did decree 
That in thy face sweet love should ever 

dwell; 
Whate'er thy thoughts or thy heart's work* 

ings be. 
Thy looks should nothing thence but sweets 

ness tell. 
How like Eve's s^ple doth thy beauty grow. 
If thy sweet virtue answer not thy show ! 

xciv. 

They that have power to hurt and will da 

none, 
That do not do the thing thej^^^o show. 
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Who, moving others, are themselves as 

stone, 
^Jnniov^d, cold, and to temptation slow ; 
They rightly do inherit Heaven's graces, 
And husband nature's riches from expense ; 
They are the lords and owners of their faces. 
Others but stewards of their excellence. 
The summer's flower is to the summer sweet, 
Though to itself it only live and die ; 
But ifthat flower with base infection meet. 
The basest weed outbraves his dignity : 
For sweetest things torn sourest py their 

deeds ; 
Lilies that fester smell far worse than 
weeds. 

xcv. 
How sweet and lovely dost thou make the 

shame. 
Which, like a canker in the fragrant rose. 
Doth spot the beauty of thy budding name ! 
Q,in what sweets dost thou thy sins enclose ! 
That tongue that tells the story of thy da3rs, 
Making lascivious comments on thy sport, 
Cannot dispraise but in a kind of praise ; 
Naming thy name blesses an ill report. 
O, what a mansion have those vices got 
Which for their habitation chose out thee ! 
Where beauty's veil doth cover every blot. 
And all things turn to fair, that eyes can see! 
Take heed, dear heart, of this large privi* 

lege; 
The hardest knife ill-used doth lose his 
edge. 
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XCVI. 

Some say, thy fault is youth, some wai^tonr 

ness ; 
Some say, thy grace Is youth and gentle 

sport; 
Both grace and faults are loved of more and 

less: 
Thou mak'st faults graces that to thee resort 
As on the finger of a throned queen 
The basest jewel will be well esteem'd ; 
So are those errors that in thee are seen 
To truths translated, and for true things 

deem-d. 
How many lambs might the stem wolf betray, 
If like a Ikmb he could his looks translatie ! 
How many gazers mightst thou lead away. 
If thou wouldst use the strength of all thy 

state ! 
But do not so ; I love thee in such sort. 
As, thou being mine, mine is thy good 

report 

XCVII. 

How like a winter hath my absence been 
From thee, the pleasure of the fleeting year I 
What freezings have I felt, what dark days 

seen! 
What old December's bareness everywhere t 
And yet this time removed was summer's 

time; 
The teeming autumn, big with rich increase. 
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Bearing the wanton burden of the prime, 
Like widowM wombs after their lords' de* 

■ cease; 
Yet this abundant issue seem'd to me 
But hope of orphans, and unfathered fruit ; 
For summer and his pleasures wait on thee, 
And, thou awajr, the very birds are mute ; 
Or, if they smg, 'tis with so dull a cheer, 
That leaves look pale, dreading the winter's 
near. 

XCVIII. 

From you have I been absent in the sprins^. 
When proud-pied April, dress 'd in all hi» 

trim. 
Hath put a spirit of youth in everythinff, 
That heavy Saturn laughed and leaped with 

him. 
Yet nor the lays of birds, nor the sweet smell 
Of difEerent flowers in odor and in hue. 
Could make me any summer's story tell, 
Or from their proud lap pluck them where 

they grew : 
Nor did I wonder at the lily's white. 
Nor praise the deep vermilion in the rose ; 
They were but sweet, but figures of delight, 
Drawn after you, you pattern of all those. 
Yet seem'd it winter still, and, you away, 
As with your shadow I with these did play x 

xcix. 

The forward violet thus did I chide : — 
Sweet thief, whence didst thou steal thy sweet 
that smells, . ,^^,.,^ 
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If not from my love's breath ? The purple 

pride 
Which on thy soft cheek for complexion 

dwells, 
In my love's veins thou hast too grossly 

dyed. 
The lily I condemned for thy hand. 
And buds of manoram h^d stden thy hair : 
The roses fearfully on thorns did stsmd. 
One blushing shame, another white despair; 
A third, nor red nor white, had stolen of 

both, 
And to his robbery had annex'd thy breath j 
But for his theft, in pride of all his growth 
A vengeful canker eat him up to death. 
More flowers I noted, yet I none could see, 
But sweet or color it had stolen from thee. 



Where art thou. Muse, that thou forgett'sl 
so long [might ? 

To speak of that which gives thee all thy 
Spend'st thou thy fury on some worthless 
song, [lijfht ? 

Darkening thy power, to lend base subiectt 
Return, forgetful Muse, and straight redeem 
In gentle numbers time so idly spent ; 
Sine to the ear that doth thv lays esteem 
And gives thv pen both skill and argument. 
Rise, resty Muse, my love's sweet lace sun* 

vey, 
If Time have any wrinkle graven there ; 
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ti any, be a satire to decav, 
And make Time's spoils despised evety- 
where. 
Give my love fame faster than Time 

. wastes life ; 
So thou prevent' St his scythe and crooked 
knife. 

CI. 

O truant Muse, what shall be thy amends 
'Pot thy neglect of truth in beauty dyed ? 
Both truth and beauty on my love depends ; 
80 dost thou too, and therein dignified. 
Make answer, Muse : wilt thou not haply 

say, 
^ Truth needs no color with his color fix'd; 
Beauty no pencil, beauty's truth to lay ; 
But best is best, if never intermix'd ? " — 
Because he needs no praise, wilt thou be 

dumb ? 
Excuse hot silence so ; for it lies in thee 
To make him much outlive a gilded tomb, 
And to be praised of ages yet to be. 
Then do thy office. Muse ; I teach thee 

how 
To make hifn seem long hence as he shows 

now. 

CII. 

My loVe is strengthen'd, though more weak 

in seeming; 
t love not less, though less the show ap* 

pear; 
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That love is merchandized, whose rich et 

teeming 
The owner's tongue doth publish every- 
where. 
Our love was new, and then but in the 

spring, 
When I was wont to greet it with my lays ; 
As Philomel in summer's front doth sing, 
And stops his pipe in growth of riper days : 
Not that the summer is less pleasant now 
Than when her mournful hymns did hush the 

night, 
But that wild music burdens every bough. 
And sweets grown common lose their dear 

delight. 
Therefore, like her, I sometime hold my 

tongue, 
Because I would not dull you with my 

song. 

cm. 

Alack I what poverty my Muse brings forth, 
That having such a scope to show her pride^ 
The argument, all bare, is of more worth, 
Than when it hath my added praise beside. 
O blame me npt if I no more can write ! 
Look in your glass, and there appears a face 
That over-goes my blunt invention quite, 
Dulling my lines, and doin^ me disgrace. 
Were it not sinful then, striving to mend, 
To mar the subject that before was well ? 
For to no other pass my verses tend, • 

Than of your graces and your gifts to tell ; 
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And more, much more, than in my verse 

can sit, 
Your own glass shows you, when you look 

in it 

CIV. 

To me, fair friend, you never can be old, 
For as you were when first vour eye I eyed, 
Such seems your beauty stiU. Three winteiV 

cold 
Have from the forests shook three summers' 

Eride; 
eauteous springs to yellow autumn 
turn'd 
In process of the seasons have I seen ; 
Three April perfumes in three hot Junes 

bum'd, 
Since first I saw you fresh, which yet are 

green. 
Ah ! yet doth beauty, like a dial-hand, 
Steal from his figure, and no pace perceived ; 
So your sweet hue, which methinks stiU doth 

stand, 
Hath motion, and mine eye may be deceived* 
For fear of which, hear this, thou age mt 

bred, — 
Ere you were bom, was beauty's summer 
dead. 

cv. 



let not my love be calPd idolatry, 
Nor my beloved as an idol show* 
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Since all alike xay songs and praises bCi 
To one, of one, still such, and ever so. 
Kind is my love to-day, to-morrow kind. 
Still constant in* a wondrous excellence ; 
Therefore my verse, to constancy confined. 
One thinc" expressing, leaves out difference. 
Fair, kind, and true, is all my argument. 
Fair, kind, and true, varying to othier words; 
And in this change is mv invention spent, 
Three themes in one, which wondrous scope 
affords. 
Fair, kind, and true, have often lived alone, 
Which three, till now, never kept seat in 
one. 

cvi. 
When in the chronicle of wasted time 
I see descriptions of the fairest wifi^hts, 
And beauty makine beautiful old rhyme, 
In praise of ladies dead and lovely knights. 
Then in the blazon of sweet beautv's best, 
Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye, of brow, 
I see their antique pen would have ejl* 

press*d 
Even such a beauty as you master now. 
So all their praises are but prophecies 
Of this our time, all you prefiguring; ; 
And, for they look'd but with divinmg eyes, 
They had not skill enough your worm to 
sing: 
For we, which now behold these present 

days. 
Have eyes to wonder, but lack tongues !• 
praise. 
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CVII. 

Not mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul 
Of the wide world dreaming on things to 

come, 
Can yet the lease of my true love control. 
Supposed as forfeit to a confined doom. 
The mortal moon hath her eclipse endured, 
And the sad augurs mock their own presage ; 
Incertainties now crown themselves assured, 
And peace proclaims olives of endless age. 
Now with the drops of this most balmy time 
My love looks fresh, and Death to me sub. 

scribes. 
Since, spite of him, 111 live in this poor 

rhyme. 
While he insults o'er dull and speechless 

tribes : 
And thou in this shalt find thy monument. 
When tyrants' crests and tombs of brass 

are spent. 

CVIIL 

What's in the brain, that ink may character, 
Which hath not figured to thee my true 

spirit ? 
What's new to speak, what now to register. 
That may express my love, or thy dear mer- 
it .^ 
Nothing, sweet boy ; but yet, like prayers d^ 

^ne, 
I must each day say o'er the very same; 
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Counting no old thinfir old, thou mine I 

thine. 
Even as when first I hallow'd thy fcur naint. 
So that eternal love in love's fresh case 
Weighs not the dust and injury of age. 
Nor gives to necessary wrinkles place, 
But makes antiquity for aye his page ; 
Finding the first conceit of love thert 

bred, 
Where time and outward form would show 
it dead. 

cix. 

O, never say that I was false of heart, 
Though absence seem'd my flame lo qual* 

if y ! 
As easy might I from myself depart, 
As from my soul, which in thy breast doth 

lie: 
That is my home of love : if I have ranged, 
Like him that travels, I return again ; 
Just to the time, not with the time ex« 

changed, — 
So that myself bring water for my stain. 
Never believe, though in my nature reign'd 
All frailties that besiege all kinds of blood. 
That it could so preposterously be stain'd. 
To leave for nothing all thy sum of good ; 
For nothing this wide universe I call. 
Save thou, my rose ; in it l^ou art my alL 

ex. 
Alas, His true, I have gone here and thertip 
And made myself a motley to the vieW| 
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Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what 

is most dear, 
Made old offences of a£Eections new. 
Most true it is, that I have look'd on truth 
Askance and strangely ; but, by all above, 
These blenches gave my heart another 

youth. 
And worse essays proved thee my best of 

love. 
Now all is done, have what shall have no 

end: 
Mine appetite I never more will grind 
On newer proof, to try an older friend, 
A god in love, to whom I am confined. 
Then give me welcome, next my heaven 

the best, 
Even to thy pure and most most loving 

breast. 

CXI. 

O, for my sake do you with Fortune chide. 
The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds. 
That did not better for my life provide. 
Than public means, which public manners 

breeds. 
Thence comes it that my name receives a 

brand, 
And almost thence my nature is subdued 
To what it works in, like the dyer's hand : 
Pity me then, and wish I were renew'd ; 
Whilst, like a willing patient, I will drink 
Potions of eysell, 'gainst my strong infcc 

tion; 
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Ko bitterness that I ^\ bitter think, 
Nor double penance, to correct correction. 
Pity me, then, dear friend, and I assure yc^ 
Even that your pity is enough to cure me. 

CXII. 

Your love and pity doth the impression fill 
Which vulgar scandal stamp'd upon my 

brow; 
For what cane I who calls me well or ill. 
So you o'er-green my bad, my good allow ? 
You are my all-the-world, and I must strive 
To know my shames and praises from your 

tongue ; 
None else to me, nor I to none alive. 
That my steePd sense or changes right of 

wrong. 
In so profound abysm I throw all care 
Of others' voices, that my adder's sense* 
To critic and to flatterer stopped are. 
Mark how with my neglect I do dispense t— 
You are so stronglv in mv purpose bred. 
That all the world besides methinks are 

dead. 

cxlii. 

Since I left you, mine eye is in my mind ; 
And that which governs me to go about 
Doth part his function, and is partly blind. 
Seems seeing, but effectually is out ; 
For it no form delivers to the heart. 
Of bird, of flower, or shape, which it dott 
latch ; 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



SONNETS. Z^7 

Of his quick objects hath the mind no part, 
Nor his own vision holds what it doth catch ; 
For if it see the rudest or gentlest sight, 
The most sweet favor, or deformed 'st creai> 

ture, 
The mountain or the sea, the day or night, 
The crow, or dove, it shapes them to your 
feature : 
Incapable of more, replete with you, 
My most true mind thus maketh mine un* 
true. 



CXIV, 

Or whether doth my mind, being crowu'd 

with you. 
Drink up the monarch's plague, this flattery? 
Or whether shall V say, mine eye saith true. 
And that your love taught it this alchemy. 
To make of monsters and things indlgest 
Such cherubins as your sweet self resemble, 
Creating every bad a perfect best, 
As £ast as objects to his beams assemble ? 
O, 'tis the first ; 'tis flattery in my seeing. 
And my great mind aapst kingly drinks it 

up: 
Mine eye well knows what witb hi& gust is 

Agreeing, 
And to nis palate doth prepare the cup: 
If it be poison'd, 'tis the lesser sin 
That mine eye loves it, and doth first bee 

gin. 
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cxv. 

Those lines that I before have writ, do lie ; 
Even those that said I could not love yov 

dearer ; 
Yet then my judgment knew no reason why 
My most full flame should afterwards burn 

clearer. 
But reckoning Time, whose million'd acci-* 

dents 
Creep in Hwixt vows, and change decrees of 

kings. 
Tan sacred beauty, blunt the sharp'st in- 
tents, 
Divert strong minds to the course of altering 

things ; 
Alas ! why, fearing of Time's tyranny, 
Might I not then say, "Now I love you 

best," 
When I was certain o'er incertainty. 
Crowning the present, doubting of the rest ? 
Love is a babe ; then might 1 not sav so. 
To give full growth to that which still doth 

grow? 

cxvi. 

Let me not to the marriage of true mindi 

Admit impediments. Love is not loxe 

Which alters when it alteration finds. 

Or bends with the remover to remove : 

O no; it is an ever-fixed mark. 

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken ; 
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It IS the star to every wandering bark, 
Whose worth's unknown, although his height 

be taken. 
Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and 

cheeks 
Within his bending sickle's compass come ; 
Love alters not with his brief hours and 

weeks, 
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 
If this be error, and upon me proved, 
I never writ, nor no man ever-loved. 



CXVII. 

Accuse me thus : — ^that I have scanted all 
Wherein I should your great deserts repay; 
Forgot upon your dearest love to call, 
Whereto all bonds do tie me day by day ; 
That I have frequent been with unknown 

minds, 
And given to time your own dear purchased 

right; 
That I have hoisted sail to all the winds 
Which should transport me farthest from 

your sight. 
Book both my wilfulness and errors down, 
And on just proof surmise accumulate, 
Bring me within the level of your frown, 
But shoot not at me in your waken'd hate : 
Since my appeal says, I did strive to provo 
The constancy and virtue of your love. , 



320 SONNETS. 

CXVIII. 

Like as, to make our appetites more keen. 
With eager compounds we our palate urge ; 
AS) to prevent our maladies unseen, 
We sicken to shun sickness, when we puree | 
Even so, being full of your ne'er-clo3aiig 

sweetness. 
To bitter sauces did I frame my feeding 
And, sick of welfare, found a kind of meet- 

ness 
To be diseased, ere that there was true need- 
ing. 
Thus policy in love, to anticipate 
The ills that were not, grew to faults assured^ 
And brought to medicine a healthful state. 
Which, rank of goodness, would by ill be 
cured. [true, 

But thence I learn, and find the lessos 
Drugs poison him that so fell sick of you. 

CXIX. 

What potions have I drunk of Syren tears, 
DistilPd from limbecs foul as hell within. 
Applying fears to hopes, and hopes to fear% 
StiO losing when I saw myself to win ! 
What wretched errors hath my heart com- 
mitted. 
Whilst it hath thought itself so Messed 

never! 
How have mine eyes out of their spheres 

been fitted. 
In the distraction of this maddinfl^feyer I 
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O, benefit of ill ! now I find true 
That better is by evil still made better; 
And ruin'd love, when it is built anew, 
Grows fairer than at first, more strong, far 
greater. 
So I return rebuked to my content, 
And gain by ill thrice more than I have 
spent. 

cxx. 

That you were once imkind, befriends me 

now. 
And for that sorrow, which I then did feel. 
Needs must I under my transgression bow, 
Unless my nerves were brass or hammered 

steel. 
For if vou were by my unkindness shaken. 
As I by yours, you have pass^d a hell of 

time; 
And I, a tyrant, have no leisure taken 
To weigh how once I suffered in your crime. 
O that our night of woe might have remem- 

ber'd 
My deepest sense, how hard true sorrow hits. 
And soon to you, as you to me, then tendered 
The humble salve which wounded bosoms 

fits! 
But that your trespass now becomes a fee ; 
Mine ransoms yours, and yours must ran* 

som me. 

cxxi. 

•Tis better to be vile than vile esteem'd, 
When not to be receives reproach of being, 
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And the just pleasure lost, which is so 

deem*d 
Not by our feeling, but by others* seeing. 
For why should others* false adulterate eyes 
Give salutation to my sportive blood ? 
Or on my trailties wny are frailer spies, 
Which in their wills count bad what I think 

good? 
No. — I am that I am ; and they that level 
At my abuses, reckon up their own : 
I may be straight, though they themselves 

be bevel ; 
By their rank thoughts my deeds must not 

be shown; 
Unless this general evil they maintain, — 
All men are bad, and in their badness 

reig-n. 

CXXII. 

Thy gift, thy tables, are within my brain 
Full character*d with lasting memory, 
Which shall above that idle rank remain^ 
Beyond all date, even to eternity : 
Or, at the least, so long as brain and heart 
Have faculty by nature to subsist ; 
Till each to razed oblivion yield his part 
Of thee, thy record never can be miss*d. 
That poor retention could not so much hold. 
Nor need I tallies thy dear love to score ; 
Therefore to give them from me was I bold. 
To trust those tables that receive thee more 
To keep an adjunct to remember thee, 
Were to, import f orgetf ulness in me. 
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CXXIII. 

Not Time, thou shalt not boast that I do 

change : 
Thy pyramids built up with newer might 
To me are nothing novdl, nothing strange ; 
They are but dressings of a former sight 
Our dates are brief, and therefore we admire 
What thou dost foist upon us that is old ; 
And rather make them bom to our desire, 
Than think that we before have heard them 

told. 
Thy registers and thee I both defy, 
Not wonderine at the present nor the past \ 
For thy recdrds and what we see do lie, 
Made more or less by th^ continual haste : 
This I do vow, and this shall ever be, 
I will be true, despite thy scythe and thee ; 

cxxiv. 
If my dear love were but the child of state, 
It might for Fortune's bastard be unfathered, 
As subject to Time's love, or to Time's hate, 
Weeds among weeds, or flowers with flowers 

gathered. 
No, it was builded far from accident : 
It sufiEers not in smiling pomp, nor falls 
Under the blow of thralled discontent. 
Whereto the invjting time our fashion calls; 
It fears not policy, that heretic, [hours^ 

Which works on leases of short-number'd 
But all alone stands hugely politic. 
That it nor grows with heat, nor drowns widi 

showers. 
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To this I witness call the fools of time. 
Which die for goodness, who have lived 
for crime. 

cxxv. 

Were it aught to me I bore the canopy, 
With my extern the outward honoring, 
Or laid great bases for eternity, [in^ f 

Which prove more short than waste or rum 
Have I not seen dwellers on form and favor 
Lose all, and more, by paying too much rent, 
For compound sweet forgoing simple savor. 
Pitiful thrivers, in their gazing spent ? 
No ; — let me be obsequious in thy heart. 
And take thou my oblation, poor but free, 
Which is not mix'd with seconds, knows no 

art, 
But mutual render, only me for thee. 

Hence, thou suborn'd informer! a true 
soul, [control 

When most impeach'd, stands least in thy 

cxxvi. 

O thou, my lovely bov, who in thy power 
Dost hold Time's fickle glass, his sickle, hour; 
Who hast by waning grown, and therein 

show'st 
Thy lovers withering, as thy sweet self 

grow'st ! 
If Nature, sovereign mistress over wrack. 
As thou goest onwards, still will pluck thee 

back, 
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Sbe keeps thee to this purpose, that her skill 
May time disgrace, and wretched minutes 

kiU. 
Yet fear her, O thou minion of her pleasure I 
She may detain, but not still keep, her treas- 
ure : [be, 
Her audit, though delay'd, answered must 
And her quietus is to render thee. 



CXXVII. 

In the old age black was not counted fair. 
Or if it were, it bore not beauty's name ; 
But now is black beauty's successive heir. 
And beauty slander'd with a bastard shame * 
For since each hand hath put on nature's 

power, 
Fairing the foul with art's false borrowed face, 
Sweet beauty hath no name, no holy bower. 
But is profaned, if not lives in disgrace. 
Therefore my mistress* eyes are raven black, 
Her eyes so suited ; and they mourners seem 
At such, who, not bom fair, no beauty lack, 
Slandering creation with a false esteem : 
Yet so they mourn, becoming of their woe. 
That every tongue says, beauty should look 
so. 

CXXVIII. 

How oft, when thou, my music, music play'st. 
Upon that blessed wooa whose motion sound? 
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With thy sweet fingers, when thou gently 

sway'st 
The wiry concord that mine ear confounds, 
Do I envy those jacks, that nimble leap 
To kiss the tender inward of thy hand, 
Whilst my poor lips, which should that han 

vest reap, [stand ! 

At the wood's boldness by thee blushing 
To be so tickled, they would change their 

state 
And situation with those dancing chips, 
O'er whom thy fingers walk with gentle gait, 
Making dead wood more bless'd than living 

Tips. 
Since saucy jacks so happy are in this. 
Give them thy fingers, me thy lips to kiss. 

cxxix. 

The expense of spirit in a waste of shame ' 
Is lust in action ; and till action, lust 
Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame^ 
Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust ; 
Enjoy 'd no sooner but despised straight ; 
Past reason hunted : and no sooner had, 
Past reason hated, as a swallowed bait, 
On purpose laid to make the taker mad : 
Mad in pursuit, and in possession so ; 
Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme ; 
A bliss in proof, — and proved, a very woe ; 
Before, a joy proposed ; behind, a dream : . 

All this the world well knows ; yet none 
knows well [helL 

To shun the heaven that leads men to this 
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CXXX. 

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun ; 
Coral is far more red than her lips' red : 
If snow be white, why then her breasts are 

dun ; [head. 

If hairs be -wires, black wires grow on her 
I have seen roses damask'd, red and white, 
But no such roses see I in her cheeks ; 
And in some perfumes is there more delight 
Than in the breath that from my mistress 

reeks. 
I love to hear her speak, — ^yet well I know 
That music hath a far more pleasing sound ; 
I grant I never saw a goddess go, — 
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the 

ground ; 
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare 
As any she belied with false compare. 

cxxxi. 

Thou art as tyrannous so as thou art. 

As those whose beauties proudly mzdce them 

cruel ; I heart 

For well thou know'st to my dear doting 
Thou art the fairest and most precious jewel. 
Yet, in good faith, some say that thee behold. 
Thy face hath not the power to make love 

groan : 
To say they err, I dare not be so bold. 
Although I swear it to myself alone. 
And, to be sure that is not false I swear, 
A thousand groans, but thinking on thy face^ 
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One on another's neck, do witness bear 
Thy bhick is fairest in my judgment's place. 

In nothing art thou blacl^ save m th^ 
deeds, [ceeds 

And thence this slander, as I think, pro 

CXXXII. 

Thine eyes I love, and they, as pitjring me, 
Knowing thy heart torments me with disdain. 
Have put on black, and loving mourners be, 
Looking with pretty ruth upon my pain. 
And truly not the morning sun of heaven 
Better becomes the gray cheeks- of the east, 
Nor that full star that ushers in the even 
Doth half that glory to the sober west, 
As those two mourning eyes become thy 

face : 
O, let it then as well beseem thy heart 
To mourn for me, since mourning doth thee 

grace. 
And suit thy pity like in every part. 

Then wilf I swear beauty herself is black, 
And all they foul that thy complexion lack. 

CXXXIII. 

Beshrew that heart that makes my heart to 
groan [me ! 

For that deep wound it gives my friend and 
Is*t not enough to torture me alone, [be ? 
But slave to slavery my sweet' st friend must 
Me from myself thy cruel eye hath taken. 
And my next self thou harder hast engrossed; 
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Of him) myself, and thee, I am forsaken ; 
A tormeat thrice tfaree^fold thus to be cross'd. 
Prison my lieart in thv steel bosom's ward, 
But tlften my friemi's heart let my poor heart 

bail; [guard; 

Who e'er keeps tm^ let my heart be his 
Thou canst not then use rigor m my gaol : 
And yet thou wilt; for I, being pe&t in 

thee, 
. Pedorce am thaae, and all that is Ss me. 

cxxxiv. 

So now I have confessed that he is thine, 
And I myself am mortgaged to thy will ; 
Myself rU forfeit, so that other mine 
Thou wilt restore, to be my comfort still : 
But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free, 
For thou art covetous, and he is kindi 
He leam'd but, surety-like, to write for me, 
Under that bond that him as fast doth bind- 
The statute of thy beautv thou wilt take. 
Thou usurer, that putt'st forth all to use, 
And sue a friend, came debtor for my sake ; 
So him I lose through my unkind abuse. 

Him have I lost ; thou hast both him and 
me; 

He pays the whole, and yet am I not free. 

cxxxv. 

Whoever hath her wish, thou hast thy Will, 
And Will to boot, and Will in over^^us ; 
More than enough am I that vex tkee still. 
To tl^ sweet will making addition thus. 
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Wilt thou, whose will is large and spacious, 
Not once vouchsafe to hide my will m thine t 
Shall will in others seem right gracious, 
And in my will no fair acceptance shine ? 
The sea, all water, yet receives rain still, 
And, in abundance, addeth to his store ; 
So thou, being rich in will, add to thy will 
One will of mine, to make thy large will inorcb 

Let no unkind, no fair beseecners kill ; 

Think all but one, and me in that one 
Will. 

CXXXVI. 

If thy soul check thee that I come so near, 
Swear to thy blind soul that I was thy Will^ 
And will, thy soul knows, is admitted there ; 
Thus far for love, my love-suit, sweet, fulfil. 
Will will fulfil the treasure of thy love. 
Ay, fill it full with wills, and my will one, 
In things of great receipt with ease we prove 
Among a number one is reckoned none : 
Then m the number let me pass untold. 
Though in thy stores' account I one must be; 
For nothing hold me, so it please thee hold 
That nothing me, a something sweet to thee: 

Make but my name thy love, and love that 
stUl, 

And then thou lov'st me, — for my name i# 
Will. 

cxxxvn. 

Thou blind fool, Love, what dbst thou to 

mine eyes, 
That they behold, and see not what they see ? 
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They know what beauty is^ see where it liea^ 
Vet what the best is, take the worst to be. 
If eyes, corrupt by over-partial looks, 
Be anchor^ in the bay where all men ride, 
Why of eyes' falsehood hast thou forg^ 

hooks, 
Whereto the judgment of mv heart is tied ? 
Why should my heart think that a several 

plot, [common place } 

Which my heart knows the wide world's 
Or mine eyes, seeing this, sav this is not, 
To put fair truth upon so foul a face ? 
In things right true my heart and eyes 

have errM, 
And to this false plague are they now 

transferr'd. 

cxxxviii. 

When my love swears that she is made of 

truth, 
I do believe her, thoueh I know she lies. 
That she might think me some untutor'd 

youth. 
Unlearned in the world's false subtkties. 
Thus vainly thinking that she thinks me 

young, [best, 

Although she knows my days are past tho 
Simply I credit her false-speaking tongue ; 
On both sides thus is simple truth supprest 
But wherefore says she not she is uniust? 
And wherefore szy not I that I am old ? 
O, love's best habit is in seeming trust. 
And age in love loves not to have years told 4 
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Therefore I lie with her, and she with ms^ 
And in our faults by lies we flattered be. 

CXXXIX. 

O, call not me to justify the wrong 
That thy imkindness lays upon my heart ; 
Wound me not with thine eye, but with thy 

tongue ; [art. 

Use power with power, and slay me not by 
Tell me thou lov'st elsewhere; but in my 

sight, 
Dear heart, forbear to glance thine eye aside : 
What need'st thou wound with cunnmg, when 

thy might [1>ide ? 

Is more than my o'erpress'd defence can 
Let me excuse thee : ah ! my love well knows 
Her pretty looks have been mine enemies ; 
And therefore from my face she turns my 

foes, [juries : 

That they elsewhere might dart their in* 
Yet do not so ; hai since I am near slain, 
Kin me outnght with looks, and rid my 

psdn. 

CXL. 

Be wise as thou art cruel ; do not press 
My tongue-tied patience with too much dia* 

dain; 
Lest sorrow lend me words, and words ea> 

press 
The manner of my pity-wanting pain. 
If I might teach thee wit, better it were, 
Though not to love, yet, love, to tell me so| 
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(As testy .sSck men, when their deaths be 

near, 
No news but health from their physicians 

know;) 
For, if I should despair, I should erow mad. 
And in my madness might speak ill of thee : 
Now this ill-wresting world is grown so bad, 
Mad slanderers by mad ears believM be* 
That I may not be so, nor thou belied. 
Bear thine eyes straight, though thy proud 

heart go wide. 

CXLI. 

In faith, I do not love thee with mine eyes, 
For they in thee a thousand errors note ; 
But 'tis my heart that loves what they de- 
spise. 
Who, in despite of view, is pleased to dote ; 
' Nor are mine ears with thy tongue's tune de> 

lighted ; 
Nor tender feeling, to base touches prone, 
Nor taste, nor smell, desire to be invited 
To any sensual feast with thee alone : 
But my five wits, nor my five senses can 
Dissuade one foolish heart from serving 

thee, 
Who leaves unsway'd the likeness ol a man^ 
Thy proud heart's slave and vassal wretch to 
be: 
Only my plague thus far I count my rain. 
That she that makes me sin, awards mc 
pain. 

Digitized by LjOOgle 



334 SaJSTAHSTS. 

Love is my sin, and thy dear virtue hate, 
Hate of my sin, grounded on sinful loving: 
O, but with mine compare thou thine owii 

state. 
And thou shalt find it merits not reproving ; 
Or, if it do, not from those lips of thine, 
That have profaned their scarlet ornaments, 
And seal'd false bonds of love as oft as 

mine ; 
Robb'd others* beds' revenues of their rents. 
Be it lawful I love thee, as thou lov'st those 
Whom thine eyes woo as mine importune 

thee: 
Root pity in thy heart, that, when it grows, 
Thy pity may deserve to pitied be. 

If thou dost seek to have what thou dost 
I hide, 

By self-example mayst thou be denied ! 

CXLHI. 

Lo, as a careful housewife runs to catch 
One of her feather'd creatures broke away, 
Sets down her babe, and makes all swift dl»> 

patch 
In pdrsuit of the thing she would have stay: 
Whilst her neglected child holds her ui 

chase. 
Cries to catch her whose busy care is bent 
To follow that which flies before her facx^ 
Not prizing her poor infant's discontent; 
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So runn'st thou after that which flies from 

thee, 
Whilst I thy babe chase thee afar behind ; 
But if thou catch thy hope, turn back to me, 
And play the mother's part, kiss me, be kind : 
So will I pray that thou mayst have thy 

Will, 
If thou turn back, and my loud crying still, 



CXLIV. 

Two loves I have of comfort and despair, 
Which like two spirits do suggest me still \ 
The better angel is a man right fair. 
The worser spirit a woman, colored ill. 
To win me soon to hell, my female evil 
Tempteth my better angel from my side. 
And would corrupt my saint to be a devil, 
Wooing his purity with her' foul pride. 
And whether that my an^el be turn'd fiend, 
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell ; 
But being both from me, both to each friend, 
I guess one angel in another's hell : 

Yet this shiul I ne'er know, but live io 
doubt, 

Till my bad angel fire my good one out 

CXLV, 

Those lips that Love's own hand did make 
Breathed forth the sound that said, " I hate,* 
To me that languish'd for her sake : 
But when she. saw my woeful state, 
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Straight in her heart did mercy eonit, 
Chiding that tongue, that ever sweet 
Was trsed in; giving gentle doom ; 
And taught it thus anew to gre^ : 
" I hate," she altered with an end. 
That followed it as gentle day 
Doth follow night, who, like a fiend. 
From heaven to hell is flown away : 
" I hate '' from hate away she threw, 
And saved my life, saying — " not you.** 

CXEVI. 

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth, 
Fool'd by these rebel powers that thee array. 
Why dost thou pine within, and suffer 

dearth. 
Painting thy outward walls so costly gay ? 
Why so large co^t, having so short a lease. 
Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend ? 
Shall worms, inheritors of this excess, 
Eat up thy charge ? Is thi& thy body's end ? 
Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant's loss. 
And let that pine to aggravate thy store ; 
Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross ; 
Within be fed, without be rich no more : 
So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on 

men, 
And, Death once dead, there's no more 

dying then. 

CXLVII. 

My love is as a fever, longing still 

For that which longer nurseth the disease ; 
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Feeding on that which doth preserve the ill. 
The uncertain sickly appetite to please. 
My reason, the physician to my love. 
Angry that his prescriptions are not kept, 
Hath left me, and I, desperate now, approvt 
Desire is death, which physic did except 
Past cure I am, now reason is past care. 
And frantic-mad with evermore unrest ; 
My thoughts and my discourse as madmen's 

are, 
At random from the truth vainly expressed ; 

For I have sworn thee fair, and thought 
thee bright, 

Who art as black as hell, as dark as night 

CXLVIII. 

O me ! what eyes hath Love put in my head, 
Which have no correspondence with true 

sight ! 
Or, if they have, where is my judgment fled, 
That censures falsely what they see aright ? 
If that be fair whereon my false eyes dote, 
What means the world to say it is not so ? 
If it be not, then Love doth well denote 
Love's eye is not so true as all men's no : 
How can it ? O, how can Lovers eye be 

true, [tears? 

That is so vex'd with watching and with 

No marvel, then, though I mistake my view ; 

The lun itself sees not, till heaven clears. 

O, cunning Love ! with tears thou keep'st 

me blind, [find. 

Lest eyes well-seeinc: thy foul faults shquli 
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CXLIX. 

Canst thou, O cruel ! say I love thee not, 
When I, against myself, with thee partake ? 
Do I not think on thee, when I forgot 
Am of myself, all tyrant, for thy sake ? 
Who hateth thee that I do call my friend ? 
On whom frown'st thou that I do fawn upon ? 
Nay if thou lour'st on me, do I not spend 
Revenge upon myself with present moan ? 
What merit do I in myself respect, 
That is so proud thy service to despise, 
When all my best aoth worship thy defect, 
Commandea by the motion of thine eyes ? 

But, love, hate on, for now I know thy 
mind; 

Those that can see thou lov'st, and I am 
blind. 

CL. 

O, from what power hast thou this powerful 

might. 
With insufficiency my heart to sway ? 
To make me give thee lie to my true sight, 
And swear that brightness doth not grace the 

day? 
Whence nast thou this becoming of things ill, 
That in the very refuse of thy deeds 
There is such strength and warrantise of skilly 
That, in my mind, thy worst all best exceeds? 
Who taught thee how to make me love thee 

more, 
T^e more I hear and see just cause o| hate ^ 
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C, though I love what others ^ i 

With others thou shouldst not abhor my 
state; 
If thy unworthiness raised love in roe, 
More worthy I to be beloved of thee. 

CLI, 

Love is too young to know what conscience 
is; ^ [love? 

Yet who knows not, conscience is born of 
Then, genUe cheater, urge not my amiss, 
Lest guilty of my faults thy sweet self prove. 
For thou betraying. me, I do betray 
My nobler part to my gross body's treason ; 
My soul doth tell my body that he may 
Triumph in love ; flesh stays no farther rea- 
son ; 
But, rising at thy name, doth point out thee 
As his triumphant prize. Proud of this pride. 
He is contented thy pooi* drudge to be, 
To stand in thy atfairs, ^11 by thy side. 
No want of conscience hold it that I call 
Her "love " for whose dear love I rise and 
faU. 

CLn. 

In loving thee thou know'st I am forsworn, 
fiat thou art twice forsworn, to me love swear* 

ing; 
In act thy bed-vow broke, and new faith torn, 
In vowing new hate after new love bearing. 
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But why of two oaths' breach do I accost 

thee, 
When I break twenty ? I am perjured most f 
For all my vows are oaths but to misuse thee^ 
And all my honest faith in thee is lost : 
For I have sworn deep oaths of thy deep 

kindness, 

Oaths of thy love, thy truth, thy constancy ; 

And, to enlighten thee, gave eyes to Uiiid* 

ness, [see : 

Or made them swear against the thing they 

For I have sworn thee fair : more perjured 

^> 
To swear, against the truth, so foul a lie! 



CLIII. 



Cupfd laid by his brand, and fell asleep : 
A maid of Dianas this advantage found. 
And his love-kindling ftre did quickly steep 
In a cold valley-fountain of that ground ; 
Which borrowed from this holy fire of love 
A dateless lively heat, still to endure. 
And grew a seething bath, which yet men 

prove 
Against Strang maladies a sovereign cure. 
But at my nustress' eye Love's brand new 

fired, [breast; 

The boy for trial needs would touch my 
1, sick withal, the help of bath desired, 
And thither hied, a sad distemper'd guest 
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But found no cure: the bath for my help 

lies 
Where Cupid got new fire,— my mistress' 

eyes. 

CLIV. 

The little love-god, l3nng once asleep, 
Laid by his side his heart-inflaming brand, 
Whilst many nymphs that vow'd chaste hfe 

to keep 
Came tripping by : but in her maiden hand 
The fairest vota^ took up that fire 
Which many legions of true hearts had 

warm^ ; 
And so the general of hot desire 
Was, sleeping, by a virgin hand disarm'd. 
This brand she quenched in a cool well by. 
Which from Love's fire took heat perpetual. 
Growing a bath and healthful remedy 
For men diseased ; but I, my mistress' thrall, 
Came there for cure, and this by that I 

prove 
XiOve's fire heats water» water cools not 

love. 



d by Google 




A LOVER'S COMPLAINT. 



|RQM o£E a hill whose concave womb 
reworded [vale, 

A plaintful story from a sistering 
My spirits to attend this double 
voice accorded, 
And down I laid to list the sad-tuned tale : 
Ere long espied a fickle maid full pale, 
Tearing of papers, breaking rings a-twain. 
Storming her world with sorrow's wind and 
rain. 

Upon her head a platted hive of straw. 
Which fortified her visaee from the sun. 
Whereon the thought might think sometime 

it saw 
The carcase of a beauty spent and done ! 
Time had not scythed all that youth begun^ 
Nor youth all quit: but, spite of heaven's fell 

rage. 
Some beauty peep'd through lattice of sear'd 

age. 

Oft did she heave her napkin to her eyne, 
Which on it had conceited characters, 
Laund'ring the silken figures in the brine 
That seasoned woe had pelleted in tears, 
And often reading what content* it bears; 
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As often shrieking undistinguished woe^ 
In clamors of all size, both high and low. 

Sometimes her levelPd eyes their carriage 

ride, 
As they did battery to the spheres intend ; 
Sometimes diverted their poor balls are tied 
To th' orbed earth : sometimes they do ex- 
tend 
?heir view right on ; anon their gazes lend 
o every place at once, and, nowhere fix*d, 
The mind and sight distractedly commixed. 

Her hair, nor loose, nor tied in formal plat. 
Proclaimed in her a careless hand of pride ; 
For some, untuck'd, descended her sheaved 

hat, 
Hanging her pale and pin^d cheek beside ; 
Some in her threaden fillet still did bide, 
And, true to bondage, would not break from 

thence, 
Though slackly braided in loose negligence. 

A thousand favors from a maund she drew 
Of amber, crystal, and of bedded jet. 
Which one by one she in a river threw. 
Upon whose weeping margent she was set ; 
Like usury, applying wet to wet. 
Or monarches hands, that let not bounty fall 
Where want cries " some," but where excess 
begs all 

Of folded schedules had she many a one. 
Which she perused, sigh'd, tore, and gave 
the flood ; 
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Crack'd many a ring of posied eoM and boiM^ 
Bidding them find nieir septddires in mud; 
Found yet mo letters sadly penn'd in blood. 
With sleided silk feat and iffectedly 
Enswathed, and sealed to curious secresy. 

These often bathed she in her fiuxive eyes^ 
And often kissed, and often gave to tear ; 
Cried, " O false blood ! thou registfer of lies. 
What unapprovM witness dost thou bear 1 
Ink would have seemed more black and 

damned here ! " 
This said, in top of rage the lines she rents. 
Big discontent so brejScing their contents. 

A reverend man that grazed his cattle nigh,-*- 

Sometime a blusterer, that the ruffle Imew 

Of court, <^ city, and had let go by 

The swiftest hours, observM as they flew,<*^ 

Towards this afflicted fancy fastly drew ; 

And privileged by age, desires to know 

In brief the grounds and motives of her woe* 

So slides he down upon his grained bat, 
And comely-distant sits he by her side; 
When be again desires her, being sat, 
Her grievance with his heari&g to divide # 
If that from him there may be anght apptici 
Which may her suffering ecstasy a^siia§e, 
'Tis promised ia the charity of age. 

•* Father,'* she says, " though in me you be* 

hold 
The injury of many a blasting hour, 
Let it not tell your judgment I am oki ; 
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Not age, but sorrow, over me hath power : 
I might as yet have been a spreading fioweft 
Fresh to myself, if I had self-applied 
Love to myself, and to no love beside. 

" But woe is me ! too early I attended 
A youthful suit (it was to gain my grace) 
Of one by nature's outwards so commended. 
That maidens' eves stuck over all his face : 
Love lack'd a owelling, and made him her 

place : 
And when in his fair parts she did abide, 
She was new lodged, and newly deified. 

" His browny locks did han^ in crooked curls; 
And every light occasion 01 the wind 
Upon his lips their silken parcels hurls. 
What's sweet to do, to do will aptly find : 
Each eye that saw him did enchant the mind ; 
For on his visage was in little drawn. 
What largeness thinks in paradise was sawn. 

** Small show of man was yet upon his chin ; 
His phoenix down began but to appear, 
Like unshorn velvet, on that termless skin. 
Whose bare out-bragg*d the web it seem'd to 

wear; 
Yet show'd his visage by that cost more dear ; 
And nice affections wavering stood in doubt 
If best 'twere as it was, or best without. 

** His qualities were beauteous as his form, 
For maiden-tongued he was. and thereof 

free; 
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Yet, if men moved him, was he such a storm 
As oft *twixt May and April is to see, 
When winds breathe sweet, unruly though 

they be. 
His rudeness so with his authdrized youth 
Did livery falseness in a pride of truth. 

" Well could he ride, and often men would 

say 
* That horse his mettle from his rider takes : 
Proud of subjection, noble by the sway, 
What rounds, what bounds, what course^ 

what stop he makes ! * 
And controversy hence a question takes, 
Whether the horse by him became his deed. 
Or he his manage by the well-doing steed. 

"But quickly on this side the verdict went; 
His real habitude gave life and grace 
To appertainings and to ornament, 
Accomplished in himself, not in his case : 
All aids, themselves made fairer by their 

place. 
Can for additions ; yet their purposed trim 
Pieced not his grace, but were all graced by 

him. 

** So on the tip of his subduing tongue 
All kind of arguments and question deep. 
All replication prompt, and reason strong, . 
For his advantage still did wake and sleep : 
To make the weeper laugh, the laugher weep^ 
He had the dialect and difEerent skill. 
Catching all passions in his craft of will; 
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•VThat he did in the general bosom reign 
Of youn^y of old ; and sexes both enchanted. 
To dwell with him in thoughts, or to remain 
In personal duty, following where he haunted : 
Consents bewitched, ere he desire, have 

granted, 
And dialogued for him what he would say, 
Ask'd their own wills, and made their wills 

obey. 

" Many there were that did his picture get. 
To serve their eyes, and in it put their mind ; 
Like fools that in the imagination set 
The goodly objects which abroad they find 
Of lands and mansions, thMrs in thought 

assign'd ; 
And laboring in mo pleasures to bestow them. 
Than the true gouty landlord which doth owe 

them : 

** So many have, that never touch'd his hand, 
Sweetly supposed them mistress of his heart 
My woeful self, that did in freedom stand. 
And was my own fee-simple, (not in part,) 
What with his art in ^outh, and youth in art, 
Threw my afiEections m his charmed power. 
Reserved the stalk, and gave him all my 
flower. 

" Yet did I not, as some my equals did. 
Demand of him, nor being desired yielded ; 
Finding myself in honor so forbid. 
With safest distance I mine honor shielded : 
Experience for me many bulwarka builded 
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Of proofs new-bleeding, which remain'd the 

foil 
Of this false jewel, and bis amorous spoil. 

•* But ah I who ever shunned by precedent 
The destined ill she must herself assay ? 
Or forced examples, 'gainst her own content^ 
To put the by-pass*d perils in her way ? 
Counsel may stop a while what will not stay; 
For when we rage, advice is often seen 
By blunting us to make our wits more keen. 

" Nor gives it satisfaction to our blood. 
That we must curb it upon others' proof. 
To be forbid the sweets that seem so good, 
For fear of harms that preach in our behooL 
O appetite, from judgment stand aloof ! 
The one a palate hath that needs will taste. 
Though Reason weep, and cry, 'It is thy 
last.' 

•*For further I could say, *This man's un- 
true,' 

And knew the i)attems of his foul beguiline ; 

Heard where his plants in others' orchards 
grew. 

Saw how deceits were gilded in his smiling; 

Knew vows were ever brokers to defiling; 

Thought characters and words merely but 
art, 

And bastards of his foul adulterate heart 
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•* And long upon these terms I held my city, 
Till thus he *gan besiege me ; * Gentle maid. 
Have of my suffering youth some feeling 

pity, 
And be not of my holy vows afraid : 
That's to you sworn, to none was ever said ; 
Por feasts of love I have been call'd unto, 
Till now did ne'er invite, nor never vow. 

^ * All my offences that abroad you see 
Are errors of the blood, none of the mind ; 
Love made them not ; with acture they may 

be. 
Where neither party is nor true nor kind : 
They sought their shame that so their shame 

dia find ; 
And so much less of shame in me remains. 
By how much of me their reproach contains, 

**• * Among the many that mine eyes have 
seen, [warm'd, 

Not one whose flame my heart so much as 
Or xay affection put to the smallest teen. 
Or any of my leisures ever charm'd : 
Harm have 1 done to them, but ne'er was 

harm'd ; 
Kept hearts in liveries, but mine own was 

free. 
And reign'd, commanding in his monarchy. 

*** Look here what tributes wounded fancies 

sent me. 
Of pal^d pearls, and rubies red as blood ; 
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Figuring that they their passions likewise lent 

me 
:Of mef and blushes, aptly understood 
In bloodless white and the encrimson'd 

mood; 
Effects of terror and dear modesty, 
Encamped in hearts, but fighting outwardly. 

'* * And lo ! behold these talents of their hair, 
With twisted metal amorously impleach'd, 
I have received from many a several fair, 
j[Their kind acceptance weepingly beseech'd,) 
With the annexions of fair gems enrich'd, 
And deep-brain'd sonnets that did amplify 
Each stone's dear nature, worth, and quality, 

"*The diamond, — why 'twas beautiful and 
hard, 

Whereto his invised properties did tend; 

The deep-green emerald, in whose fresh re- 
gard 

Weak sijghts their sickly radiance do amend ; 

The heayen-hued sapphire and the opal blend 

With objects manifold; each several stone, 

'With wit well blazon 'd, smiled or made some 
moan. 

<* * Lo ! all these trophies of affections hot. 
Of peiisived and subdued desires the tenaer, 
Nature, hath charged me that I hoard 'them 
not, [der, 

Butjrield them up where I mjrself must reii- 
That is, to you, my origin ana eoder : " 
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For these, of force, must your oblations be, 
Since I their altar, you enpatron me. 

• * O, then, advance of yours that phraseless 
hand, [praise ; 

Whose white weighs down the airy scale ol 
Take all these similes to your own command, 
Hallow'd with sighs that burning lungs did 

raise ; 
What me your minister, for you obeys, 
Works under jou ; and to your audit comes 
Their distract parcels in combined sums. 

•* * Lo ! this device was sent me from* a nun,. 
Or sister sanctified, of holiest note ; 
Which late her noble suit in court did shun, 
Whose rarest havings made the blossoms 

dote ; 
For she was sought by spirits of richest coat. 
But kept cold distance, and did thence le* 

move. 
To spend her living in eternal love. 

•* * But O, my sweet, what labor is*t to leave 
The thing we have not, mastering what not 

strives, — 
Paling the place which did no form receive, 
Flaying patient sports in unconstrained 

gyves ? 
She that her fame so to herself contrives, 
The scars of battle 'scapeth by the flight. 
And makes her absence valiant, not her 

might. - . 
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<* * O, pardon me, in that my boast is true; 
The accident which brought me to her eye, 
Upon the moment did her force subdue, 
And now she would the ca|;M cloister fly : 
Religious love put out Religion's eye : 
Not to be tempted, would she be immured. 
And now, to tempt all, liberty procured. 

** * How mighty then you are, O, hear me tell I 
The broken bosoms that to me belong 
Have emptied all their fountains in my well, 
And mine I pour your ocean aU among : 
I strong o*er them, and you o'er me being 

strong, 
Must for your victory us all congest. 
As compound love to physic your cold breast 

*' * My parts had power to charm a sacred nun, 
Who, disciplined, ay, dieted in grace, 
Believed her eyes when they to assail begun, 
All vows and consecrations giving place. 
O most potential love ! vow, bond, nor space, 
In thee hath neither sting, knot, nor confine. 
For thou art all, and all things else are thine* 

^* * When thou impresscst, what are precept* 

worth 
Of sulc example ? When thou wilt inflame^ 
ttow coldly those impediments stand forth 
Of wealth, of filial fear, law, kindred, fame ! 
1-ove's arms are peace, 'gainst rule, 'gainst 

sense, 'gainst shame. 
And sweetens, in the suffering panes itbcaiiL 
The aloes of all forces, shocks, and fears. 
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^ ' Now all these hearts that do on mine de* 

pend, 
Feeling it break, with bleeding groans they 

pine, 
And supplicant their siehs to you extend, 
To leave the battery that you make 'gainst 

mine, 
Lending soft audience to my sweet design. 
And credent soul to that strong-bonded oath, 
That shall prefer and imdertake my troth.* 

^ This said, his watery eyes he did dismount. 
Whose sights till then were levelled on my 

face; 
Each cheek a river running from a fount 
With brinish current downward flowed apace : 
O, how the channel to the stream eave £race ! 
Who, glazed with crystal, gate £e glowing 

roses 
That flame through urater which their hue 

encloses. 

** O, father, what a hell of witchcraft lies 
In the small orb of one particular tear \ 
But with the inundation of the eyes 
What rocky heart to water will not wear ? 
What breast so cold that Is not warmed here ? 
O deft effect ! cold modesty, hot wrath, 
Both fire from hence and chill extinctur^ 
hath ! 

'< For lo ! his passion, but an art of craft, 
Even there resolved my reason into tears ; 
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There my white stole of chastity I da£Pd, 
Shook on m^ sober guards and civil fears ; 
Appear to him, as he to me appears, 
AU melting ; though our drops this difiEerence 

bore, 
His poison'd me, and mine did him restore^ 

** In him a plentitude of subtle matter, 
Applied to cautels, all strange forms receives, 
Of burning blushes, or of weeping water, 
Or swooning paleness; and he takes and 

leaves. 
In cither's aptness, as it best deceives, 
To blush at speeches rank, to weep at woes, 
Or to turn white and swoon at tragic shows ; 

" That not a heart which in his level came 
Could 'scape the hail of his all-hurting aim, 
Showing fair nature is both kind and tame ; 
And veu'd in them, did win whom he would 

maim: 
Against the thipg he sought he would exr 

claim; 
When he most burn'd in heart-wish'd luxurv. 
He preach'd pure maid, and praised cola 

chastity. 

•* Thus merely with the garment of a Grac^ 
The naked and concealed fiend he cover'd, 
That th' unexperient gave the tempter place. 
Which, like a cherubin, above them hover'd. 
Who, voxine and simple, would not be so 
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Ah me ! I fell ; and yet do question make 
What I should do again for such a sake. 

•* O, that infected moisture of his eye, 
O, that false fire which in his cheek so glow'd, 
O, that forced thimder from his heart did fly, 
O, that sad breath his spongy lungs bestowed, 
O, all that borrowed motion, seeming owed. 
Would yet again betray the fore-betray'd, 
And new pervert a reconciled maid ] " 
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I. 

ID not the heavenly rhetoric of thino 
eye, 
'Gainst whom the world could not 
hold argument, U^ryf 

Persuade my heart to this false per* 
Vows for thee broke deserve not punishment. 
A woman I forswore ; but, I will prove, 
Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee : 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 
Thy grace being gained cures all disgrace in 

me. 
My vow was breath, and breath a vapor is ; 
Then, thou fair sun, that on this earth doth 

shine, 
Exhale this vapor vow ; in thee it is : 
If broken, then it is no fault of mine. 
If bv me broke, what fool is not so wise 
To lose an oath, to win a paradise ? 

11. 

'a brook, 
y fresh, and green, 
nv a lovely loot- 
Such looks as none could look but beauty's 
queen. 
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She told him stories to dehVht his ear ; 
She show'd him favors to allure his eye ; 
To win his heart, she touched him here and 

there, — 
Touches so soft still conquer chastity; — 
But whether unripe years did want conceit, 
Or he refused to take her figured proffer, 
The tender nibbler would not touch the b<ut^ 
But smile and jest at every gentle ofiEer : 
Then fell she on her back, fair queen, and 

toward; 
He rose and ran away ; ah, fool too ho- 

ward! 

III. 
If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear 

to love ? [vow'd X 

O, never faith could hold, if not to beauty 
Though to myself forsworn, to thee I'll con* 

stant prove ; 
Those thoughts, to me like oaks, to thee like 

osiers bow'd. 
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book 

thine eyes. 
Where all those pleasures live that art can 

comprehend. 
n knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall 

suffice; 
Well learned is that tongue that well can thee 

commend ; 
All ignorant that soul that sees thee without 

wonder ; 
Which is to me some praise, that 1 thy partst 

admire : 
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Thine eye Tove*s lightning seems, thy voice 

his dreadful thunder, 
Which (not to anger bent) is music and sweet 
fire. 
Celestial as thou art, O, do not love that 

wrong, 
To sing the heavens' praise with such an 
earthly tongue. 

IV. 

Scarce had the sun dried up the dewy mom, 
And scarce the herd gone to the hedge for 

shade, 
When Cytherea, all in love forlorn, 
A longing tarriance for Adonis made, 
Under an osier growing by a brook, 
A brook where Adon used to cool his spleeiv 
Hot was the day ; she hotter that did look 
For his approach, that often there had beeiu, 
Anon he comes, and throws his mantle by. 
And stood stark naked on the brook's green, 

brim; 
The sun looked on the world with glorious eye,^ 
Vet not so wistly as this queen on him : 
He, spying her, bounced in, whereas He 

stood; 
" O Jove," quoth she, " why was not I a 

flood?" 



Fair is my love, but not so fair as fickle ; 
Mild as a dove, but neither true nor trusty ; 
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Brighter than glass, and yet, as glass^ It 
brittle ; 

Softer than wax, and yet, as iron, rusty : 
A lily pale, with damask dye to erace her, 
None fairer, nor none falser to deface hen 

Her lips to mine bow often hath she join'd. 
Between each kiss her oaths of true love 

swearing ! 
How many tales to please me hath she coin'd, 
Dreading my love, the loss thereof still fear* 

ingi 
. Yet in the midst of all her pure protestings. 
Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were 

jestings. 

She burned with love, as straw with fire flam* 
eth, [burneth ; 

She burn'd out love, as soon as straw out- 
She framed the love, and yet she foil'd the 

framing. 
She bade love last, and yet she fell a-turning. 
Was this a lover, or a lecher whether ? 
Bad in the best, though excellent ia 
neither. 

VI. 

If music and sweet poetry agree, 
As they must needs, the sister and the 
brother, [m^ 

Then must the love be great *twixt thee and 
Because thou lov'st the one, and I the other* 
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Bowland to thee is dear, whose heavenly 

touch 
Upon the lute doth ravish human sense ; 
Spenser to me, whose deep conceit is such^ 
As, passing all conceit, needs no defence. 
Thou lov'st to hear the sweet melodious 

sound 
That Phoebus' lute, the queen of musi<^ 

makes ; 
And I in deep delight am chieflv drown'd, 
Whenas himself to singing he betakes. 
One god is god of both, as poets feig^ ; 
One knight loves both, and both in thee 

remain. 

VII. 

Fair was the morn, when the fair queen of 
love,* 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Paler for sorrow than her milk-white dove. 
For Adon's sake, a youngster proud and 

wild; 
Her stand she takes upon a steep-up hill : 
Anon Adonis comes with horn and hounds ; 
She, silly queen, with more than love's good 

will, 
Forbade the boy he should not pass those 

grounds ; 
*< Once," quoth she, «* did I see a fair sweet 

youth 
Here in these brakes deep-wounded with a 

boar, 

• The next line haa been lost. 
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Deep in the thigh, a spectacle of ruth ! 
See in my thigh," quoth she, ** here was the 
sore : " 
She showed hers; he saw more wounds 

than one, 
And blushing fled, and left her all alone. 

VIII. 

Sweet rose, fair flower, untimely pluck'd, soon 

vaded, 
Pluck'd in the bud, and vaded in the spring ! 
Bright orient pearl, alack ! too timely shaded I 
Fair creature, kill'd too soon by death's sharp 
sting! 
Like a men plum that hangs upon a tree, 
And fsQls, through wind before the fall 
should be. 

I weep for thee, and yet no cause I have ; 
For why thou left'st me nothing in thy will : 
And yet thou left'st me more than I did 

crave; 
For why I craved nothing of thee still : • 
O yes, dear friend, I pardon crave of 

thee. — 
Thy discontent thou didst bequeath to me. 

IXi 

Venus, with Adonis sitting by her, 
Under a myrtle shade, began to woo him : 
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She told the youngling how god Mars did try 

her, 
And as he fell to her, she fell to him. 
^*Even thus," quoth she, "the warlike god 

embraced me ; " 
And then she cli(ip*d Adonis in her aims : 
** Even thus," quoth she, " the warlike god 

unlaced me ; " 
As if the boy should use like loving charms ; 
^* Even thus," quoth she, " he seized on my 

lip," 
And with her lips on his did act the seizure ; 
And as she fetched breath, away he skips. 
And would not take her meaning nor her 

pleasure. 
Ah ! that I had my ladv at this bay. 
To kiss and clip me till I run away I 



Crabbed age and youth 

Cannot live together ; 
Youth is full of pleasanoe. 

Age is full of care : 
Youth like summer mom. 

Age like winter weather ; 
Youth like summer brave, 

Age like winter bare. 
Youth b full of sport, 
Age's breath is short ; 

Youth is nimble, age is lame : 
Youth is hot and bold. 
Age .'s weak and cold ; 

Youth is wild, and age is tame* 
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Age, I do abhor thee, 
Youth, I do adore thee ; 

O, my love, my love is ypung! 
Age I do defy thee ; 
O, sweet shepherd, hie thee, 

Por methiaks thou stay'sttpolon|^ 

XI. 

Beauty !s but a vain and doubtful good, 

A shining gloss, that vadeth suddenly ; 

A flower that dies, when first it 'gins to bod ; 

A brittle glass, that's broken presently : 
A doubtful good, a gloss, a glass, a flower, 
Lost, vadea7 broken, dead within an hour. 

And as goods lost are seld or never found, 
As vaded gloss no rubbing will refresh. 
As flowers dead lie withered on the ground. 
As broken glass no cement can redress, 
So beauty, blemish 'd once, for ever's Igai, 
In spite of physic, painting, pain« and cost 

XII. 

^ Good night, good rest." Ah I neither be 
my share : 

She bade good night, that k^pt my fast away; 

And daff'd me to a cabin hanged wItM fiifle. 

To descant on the doubts of my decny. 

** Farewell,*' quoth she, " and come again to- 
morrow ; " 

Fare well I could not, for I supp'd with sor* 
sow. 
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Yet at my parting sweetly did she smile, 

In scorn or Mendship, nill I construe wheth» 

er: 
*T may be, she joy'd to jest at my exile, 
rr may be, again to make me wander thither : 
Wander f a word for shadows like myself 
As take the pain, but cannot pluck the 
pelf. 

XIII. 

Lord, how mine eyes throw gazes to the easti 
My heart doth charge the watch ; the moni* 

ing rise 
Doth cite each moving sense from idle rest 
Not daring trust the office of mine eyes, 
While Philomela sits and sings, I sit and 

mark. 
And wish her lays were tun^d like the 
lark; 

For she doth welcome daylis^ht with her ditty. 
And drives away dark dismaMreaming night: 
The night so pack'd, I post unto my pretty ; 
Heart hath his hope, and eyes their wished 
sight ; 
Sorrow changed to solace, solace mix'd 

with sorrow ; 
For why she sigh'd, and bade me come to* 
morrow. 

Were I with her, the night would post too 

soon; 
But now are minutes added to the hours ; 
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To spite me now^ each mioute seems a moon ; 
Yet not for me, shine sun to succor flowers ! 
. Pack night, peep day ; good day, of night 
now borrow j 
Short, night, to-night, and length thyself to* 
morrow. 



SONNETS 

TO 

SUNDRY NOTES OF MUSIC. 
XIV. 

It was a lordling's daughter, the fairest one of 

three, 
That lik^d of her master as well as well might 

be, 
Till looking on an Englishman, the fairest 

that eye could see. 
Her fancv fell a-turning. 
Long was the combat doubtful, that love with 

love did fight. 
To leave the master loveless, or kill the gal- 
lant knight ; 
To put in practice either, alas it was a spite 

Unto the silly damsel. 
But one must be refused ; more mickle was 

the pain. 
That nothing could be used, to turn them both 

to gain, 
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For of the two the trusty knight was wound 

ed' with disdain : 
Alas, she could not help it ! 
Thus art, with arms contending, was victor ol 

^edft)^ 
Which by a gift of learning did bear the maid 

away ; 
Then lullaby, the learned man hath got tho 

lady gay ; 
For now my song is ended 



XV. 

On a day (alack the day!), 

Love-, wnt>se month was ever May, 

Spied a blossom passing fair, 

Pmyittg iff the wanton air : 

Through the velvet leaves the wind. 

All unseen, 'gan passage find ; 

That the lover, sick to death, ' 

Wish'd himself the heaven's breath. 

" Air,'* ouoth he, " thy cheeks may t4ow| 

Air, would I might triumph so 1 

But, ates, my hand hath* sworn 

Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thom: 

Vow, alaek, fbr ymitb unmeet. 

Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet. 

Thou for wftotti' Jove would swear 

Juno but an Ethiope were ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love." 
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My flocks feed not, 
My ewes breed no^ 
My rams speed no^ 

All is amiss : 
Love is dying, 
Faith's defying, 
Heart's denying, 

Causer of this. 
All my merry jigs are quite forgot, 
All my lady's love is lost, God wot : 
Where her faith was firmly fix*d in love, 
There a nay is placed without remove. 
One silly cross 
Wrought all my kiss ; 

O, frowning lortane, corsM, fickle dame f 
For now I see, 
Inconstancy 

More in women than in men remain. 
In black mourn I, 
An fears scorn I, 
Love hath forlorn me, 

Living in thrall : 
Heart is bleeding, 
AD help needing, 
(O cruel speeding!) 

Fraughted with gaU. 
My shepherd's pipe can sound no deal, 
My wether's ben rings doleful knell ; 
My curtail doe, that wont to have pla/d. 
Plays not at all, but seems afraid \ 
With sighs so deep, 
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Procures to weep, 

In howling wise, to see my doleful plight. 
How sighs resound 
Through heartless ground, 

Like a thousand vanquished men in bloodv 
fight ! 

Qear wells spring not. 
Sweet birds sing not, 
Green plants bnng not 

Forth ; they die : 
Herds stand weeping, 
Flocks all sleeping, 
Nymphs back peeping 

Fearfully. 
All our pleasure known to us poor swains, 
All our merry meetings on the plains. 
All our evenmg sport from us is fled. 
All our love is lost for love is dead. 
Farewell, sweet lass. 
Thy like ne'er was 

For a sweet content, the cause of all mv 
moan: 
Poor Coridon 
Must live alone. 

Other help for him I see that there is none 

XVII. 

Whenas thine eye hath chose the dame. 
And stalPd the deer that thou shouldst strikflb 
Let reason rule things worthy blame, 
\8 well as fancy, partial might; 
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Take counsel of some wiser head. 
Neither too young, nor yet unwed 

And when thou com*st thy tale to tell, 
Smooth not thy tongue with fil^d talk, 
Lest she some subtle practice smell ; 
(A cripple soon can find a halt ;) 
But plainly say thou lov*st her well, 
And set her person forth to sell. 

What though her frowning brows be bent, 
Her cloudy looks will calm ere night ; 
And then too late she will repent. 
And thus dissembled her delieht ; 
And twice desire, ere it be day. 
That which with scorn she put away. 

What though she strive to try her strength. 
And ban and brawl, and say thee nay, 
Her feeble force will yield at length, 
When craft hath taught her thus to say : 
'* Had women been so strone as men, 
In faith you had not had it then/' 

And to her will frame all thy ways ; 

Spare not to spend,^— and chiefly there 

Where thy desert may merit praise, 

By ringing in thy ladv's ear: 
The strongest castle, tower, and 
The golden bullet beats it down. 

Serve always with assured trust. 
And in thy suit be humble, true ; 
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Unless thy lady prove unjust, 
Press never thou to choose anew : 
When time shall serve be thou not slack 
To proffer, though she put thee back. 

The wiles and guiles that women work, 
Dissembled with an outward show, 
The tricks ami toys that in them lurk, 
The cock that treads them shall not know. 
Have you not heard it said full oft, 
A woman's nay doth stand for nought ? 

Think women still to strive with men, 
To sin, and never for to saint : 
There is no heaven, by holy then, 
When time with age shall them attaint. 

Were kisses all the joys in bed. 

One woman would another wed. 

But soft ; enough,— too much I lear, 
Lest that mv mistress hear mv song ; 
She'll not stick to round me i'^th' caf. 
To teach my tongue to be so long ; 
Yet will she blush, here be it said. 
To hettr her secrets so bewray'd. 



XVIII. 

live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleasures prove 
That hills and valleys, dales and fieldt| 
And all the craggy mountains yields. 
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There wUi we sit upon the rocks, 
And see the shepherds feed their flocksi 
By shallow rivers, by whose falls 
Aielodious birds sing madrigals. 

There will I make thee a bed of roses. 
With a thousand fragrant posies, 
A dap of flowers, and a kirtle 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle. 

A bdt ol straw and ivy buds, 
With coral clasps and amber studs; 
And if these pleasures may thee move 
Then live with me and be my love. 

Love's Answer. 

If that the world and love were youngs 
And truth in every shepherd's tongue, 
These pretty pleasures mieht me move^ 
To live with tnee and be thy love. 

XIX. 

As it fell upon a day, 
In the merry month of May, 
SittiUfif ia a pleasant shade 
Which a grove of myrtles made, 
Beasts did leap, and birds did sing. 
Trees did grow, and plants did springs 
Everything did banish moan, 
Save the nightingale alone : 
She, poor bird, as all forlorn, 
Lean'd her breast up-till a fhom. 
And there sutlg the dolefulPst ditty, 
That to hear it was great pity : 
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" Fie, fie, fie," now would she cry, 

" Tereu, Tereu ! " by-and-by : 

That to hear her so complain, 

Scarce could I from tears refraia 

For her griefs so lively shown. 

Made me think upon mine own. 

Ah ! thought I, thou moum'st in vain; 

None takes pity on thy pain : 

Senseless trees, they cannot hear thee ; 

Ruthless bears, they will not cheer that. 

King Pandion, he is dead ; 

All Qiy friends are lapp'd in lead : 

All thy fellow-birds do sing, 

Careless of thy sorrowing. 

Even so, poor bird, like 3iee, 

None alive will pity me. 

Whilst as fickle Fortune smiled, 

Thou and I were both beguiled: 

Every one that flatters thee 

Is no friend in misery. 

Words are easy like the wind ; 

Faithful friends are hard to find. 

Every man will be thy friend, 

Whilst thou hast wherewith to spend 

But if store of crowns be scant, 

No man will supply thy want 

If that one be prodigal, 

Bountiful they will mm call : 

And with such-like flattering 

" Pity but he were a king." 

If he be addict to vice, 

Quickly him they wiU entice ; 
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If to women he be bent, 
They have him at commandement ; 
But if Fortune once do frown, 
Then farewell his great renown : 
They that fawn'd on him before, 
Use his company no more. 
He that is thy friend indeed, 
He will help thee in thy need ; 
If thou sorrow, he will weep ; 
If thou wake, he cannot sleep : 
Thus of every grief in heart 
He with thee doth bear a part. 
These are certain signs to know 
Faithful friend from flattering foe* 



SONG. 




|AK£, oh, taHe those lips away, 

That so sweetly were forsworn, 
And those eyes, the break of day. 
Lights that do mislead the mom: 
But my kisses bring again, 
Seals of love, but seal'd in vain. 

Hide, oh, hide those hills of snow, 
Which thy frozen bosom bears. 

On whose tops the pinks that grow 
Are of those that April wears. 

But first set my poor heart free, 

Bound in those icy chains by thee. 
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the bkii id loudest h^, 
Oa the sole Arabian tree, 
Herald sad and trumpet be, 
To whose sound chaste wings obey* 

But thou, shrieking harbin&^er 
Foul pre-currer of the fiend, 
-Augur of the fever's end, 
To this troop come thpu not- near* 

Prom this session interdict 
Every foul of tyrant winff, 
Save the eagle, feather'a king: 
Keep the obsequy so strict. 

Let the priest in surplice white. 
That defunctive music can, 
Be the death-divining swan, 
Xest the requiem lack his right 

(374) 
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And thou, treble-dated crow, 
That thy sable gender mak'st 
With the breath thou giv'st and tak'st, 
'Mongst our mourners »halt tbop go. 

Here the anthem dpth comm^nc^ ; 
Love and constancy is dead ; 
Phoenix and the turtle fled 
In a mutual flame from hence. 

So they loved, as love in twain 
Had the essence but in one ; 
Two distincts, division none : 
Number there in love was slain. 

Hearts remote, yet not asunder ; 
Distance, and no space was seen 
'Twixt the turtle and his queen : 
But in them it were a wonder. 

So between them love did shine, 
That the turtle saw his right 
Flaming in the phoenix* sight : 
Either was the other's miae. 

Property was thus appall'd, 

That the self was not the same; ] 

Single nature^s double name 

Neither two nor one was calPd. 

Reason, in itself confounded, 
Saw division grow together ; 
To themselves yet either-neither, 
Simple were so well compoundea : 
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That it cried, " How true a twain 
Seemeth this concordant one ! 
Love hath reason, reason none. 
If what parts can so remain." 

Whereupon it made this^threne 
To the phcenix and the dove, 
Co-supremes and stars of love, 
As chorus to their tragic scene. 

Thrbnos. 

Beauty, truth, and rarity, 
Grace in all simplicity. 
Here enclosed in cinders lie. 

Death is now the phoenix* nest; 
And the turtle's lo)ral breast 
To eternity doth rest, 

Leaving no posterity : — 
'Twas not their infirmity, 
It was married chastity. 

Truth may seem, but cannot be 
Beauty brag, but 'tis not she ; 
Truth and beauty buried be. 

To this urn let those repair 
That are either true or fair ; 
For these dead birds sigh a prayer 
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d^mU, to Uimtt to shorten, to ivbdM. 
Aini^ de p uMi e d, tnbdaed. 

Aikommahltt an old mode of ipelling i 

AHdtf to pay the penalty* to be responsible ; to dwelL 

AV9€t9y refuse, rejected things ; senile perMns. 

Aipdt, to forebode, to presage. 

Abo€Umgnis, foreboding apprehensions. 

Abt^aJkam C'Upidt a bnrlesqne title, meaning cheat or rogat 

Ci^nd* 
Ahridgmtnt^ amusement, pastime, a short play. 
Ahraad^ disbursed, expended. 
Airoohi to brook, to endure, to submit to. 
Ah»t9 Booh^ ABC book, a primer, a catechism* Gate- 

dism books usually contained the alphabet. 
AhtobiUt positive; complete, certain ; highly acoomplishfd 
Aittractf that which abstracts, or nudces a separatioiu 
AimUf to deceive ; abtuit delusion, deception. 
Afyt to be responsible, to abide a penalty, to pay dear ior. 
^/^Mi, abyss. 

Aectmi*, mjUctwmst and eliswHS. See Slisims. 
AccUf, to dte, to summon. 
AceprdtMgfyi conformably, proportionately. 
Accosif to approach. 
Aecmmi 0/, to value, to appreciate duly. 
AdUt sometimes pronounced aitch, and represented pva* 

ningly by the letter H. 
' Athmawt to acknowledge, to confess ; acikmemm, known. 
Aefnamtoficgt amity ; sometimes used for sfgntintanoi 
Acrattt U break, a technical term in tilting. 
A€twt$, direction by signs ; charge or accusation. 
Aeiiontiakin£, disposed to foment quarrels, litigiow. * 
Aeh^gf action. 

Admfm, pld, a sergeant or bailiff. 
Adamanit loadstone. 

AddUian^ personal attribute, title, designation. 
Addtgsst to prepare, to make ready. 
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Addrtsse,lt or addrest^ ready, in poatioa. 

Admittanc4i vogu^ fashion, allowed in piblic 

Adoanctf to patronise, to raise to honor. 

Advtrtuingt paying attention, making obaerrmtioii. 

Admctt consideration, representation, diioretioiii 

Advised^ considerate, cool, cautions ; aasared, p 

AdvoaUion^ pleading^ adTOCacy. 

Afftctt to have affection for, to lore. 

Affect tkt UtUr, to use aUiterations. 

AffteiwHt affectation, imagination, disposttioDt qvilitf • 

AjIfecUi affectioniu regards. 

Affgered, assessed confirmed. 

AMntdy bound, joined. 

Affrontt to coiuront, to meet another mAk hostito p«fp« 

^fUr-tuHtr^ a rere-snpper, a second laiyper. 

4^«MU^ /A« Aa«r, contnury to will ; " against tiMgndm.** 

Agmudt sttuck with astomshment. 

AgUi-baby^ the small figure engniTed on a Jewid. 

AgniMj to acknowledge, to ceniess. 

A'gooa^ in good eaumest, copiously. 

A ^aldf hold fast,— a sea-term. 

Amy, the place where a bird of prey bdldt its BMt| «•! 

uso for the bird itself* 
A im, to guess, to conjecture, to strive altar. 
A im, ghfg aim, to encourage. 
AitcM, see AcJU and If, 
Afajf, used as a pun for a lakes. 
Albany^ an ancient name tor Scotland. 
AldtT'lU/estf all-dearest, most loved ol aO. 
^Zr, an alehouse, a roral festival. 
A *lyg, as life, or, oi my life. 

A If at 9mce, a trite phrase, signifying promptly, liMUftSy. 
Allow, to approve, to supply proof. 
Allowance, approbation, sanction. 
Allowed, known, recognised, licensed. 
All-4kingj in every reippect. 
AlmsHlrmk, liquor given another te diinl^ by eoe wlio 

wishes not to drink more himself. 
Amaming, confounding, appalling. 
A^s-ace. two aces, the lowest throw d the dice. 
Amiss, %hivli. 

A mort, dejected, out of spirits. 
Am, if ; «» i^ an emphatic form of the coe)«iictieB «^ 
AMMtott^, a skeleton, used in contempt. 
Anckor, an anchoret, a hermit 
Amciemi, ensign-bearer. 

Digitized by Google 



GLOSSARY. 379 

Ancuni^ngel, sapposed to mean a good-natured old fan* 

tieman. 
Andrew^ a name for a ahipi probably from Andre* Doriib 

the celebrated Italian naTSU kero. 
' Ang^eL a coin stamped with the figure of an anfd. 
A-mgku in the nignt time. 
A ntweTt retaliation. 

AMiAro/ff/Aartnidm, a cannibal, a man eaten 
AmiiCf tne lool of the old playe. 
Anii^ifytC^dlft^ 
A mires, caYet, hiding-olaoea. 
A^pAid, pleased, satisfied. 
AfparUar^ an officer of the spiritual oowt. 
Appemlt accnsation. 
A feared, presented, made endent* 
Afptril^ riw, responsibility. 
ApfU^0hM^ a kind of apple. 
Affly, to attend to as a subject of study. 
Afprtktiuion, opinion, conceit, sarcasm. 
APpreJUnswe, apt in understanding a subject* 
A^r0bmti0th probation, proo^ trial of qiolitiee. 
Afpreof, am>robation, prooL 
Affrcvedi felt, ezperMoiced, cooTicted by prool 
Ap^«v4r, one who proves or tries. 
AprU-da^t spring-time of life. 
Aplt ready, disposed to receive counsel. 
Agtut^vttm, brsmdy, eau-de-vie. 
Arck, dii^ head. 
ArhUraU^ to determine. 

Argali a word in burlesque ol the Latin «r/w, t h e r eiete. 
ArgmHn*^ silvery. 
ArgifT, Algiers. 
AraiUf to raise, to upraise. 
A rgosy, a ship of burden, from Aigo, the name of tiie ship 

in which Jason sailed to seek the golden fleece. 
A rgum%*ntt subject ci remark, evidence. 
Arm, to take up in the arms. 

Armigtro, burlesque for the Latin Armigtr^ esqoire. 
Arpmit avauntf begone. 
A 'Tffw, successively, one after another* 
A rraSf chamber hangings. 
ArticmaU, to consent to articles of agreeaient« to exhibit 

•o articles. 

, art contending with nature* 
, a learned man. 
1 the sense of if. 
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4 ff doubUf a phrase signifying at extennT^ at po w eifu L 
Aspect^ regard^ looks, coontenance, diqjXMitioa. 
4*p*rsi0H, ^nnkling J hence blessing, from the ^irin¥1iiia 

\>y holy water tvith which the priest qsuaHj ■WwairaiiiJ 

his benediction. 
4i$t^, to attempt, to try, to nuke prool o^ to ttet. 
AtsmefOt an ass, a fooL 
Assmfyt^aU, to sobdue, to tabjogata. 
Asntramcg, deed of assurance, cmiTeyanoa* 
Asntrfi^ betrothed. 
AatmnsA^d) thunderstmck. 
At/rhndy on terms of friendship. 
At MKV, some time, suddenly, all together. 
AUSf revengeful spirits ) from At^ goddeaa ol RaiMga 
Atomgft an atom, a partide. 
Atontt to reconale parties hitherto at varianoa. 
Atommteni^ at-one-ment, reconciliation. 
AtUuked, rebuked, taken to task. 
Atiemdtdt iraited for ; mtUntt attention. 
Aiiont^, an agent, a depuUtion, advocate^ piMdar. 
AtUnt^^ to employ as an aeent« to perfonnlby an afllBfe 
AUribtdwtt that which attnbatea or gitea* 
Andr^t a corruption of Etfaeldreda. 
AnHUnHe, having authority. 

Av€9 the Latin for hail s hence acdamatioa. 

AvfMarjt Hail, Mary ; the angel's salutation to tka Ti»> 

gin Mary. 
A W 0rrm£ f confinnine. 

AwtUsM, not regarded with awe, withoot authority. 
A9^d, reverend, worshipful ; tmgfiA mtt$f men ol worth 

and honorable pontion. 
At uk t m rtit contrary. 

JIaM, to corsa. 

Mm$dv^ a viUage mastiff ; perhapa a 4og cfaaiaad. ot 

f ckgugf athin cheese* 

, _ oaSif guarantee* 

, to sail along the banks. 
M^mcmi, a slight refection, a dessert. 
Barledf caparisoned in a warlike mamnri 
Bart tht UartL to shava the beard. 
Mar/ulf full of impediments. 
Asriw, veast. 
Bmrm^ bairns, children. 
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BmirmmcUf a shell-ftsh ; from which i&» btraade-fooMi • 

•ea-bird, was Tolgarly soppoted to be derired. 
Amt, dishonored. 

Bmm, ot Pritan^s iatt, a nude game* 
Smtttt * mantle^ vsually embroidered, worn by knighti oa 

horsebhck, -and reaching Irom the waist to b««w tiit 

knee ; also hoae« and the honsings of the horM. 
Ba t i l i sk i a hoge jnece of ordnance. 
Bat it m e uf a contemptnons epitheL meaning base or conn 

terfeit crown, applied by Jack Cade to the French Da» 

phin. 
Bastm (from tite Sptnieh)^ enodgh. 
Bastardt a sweet wine* made froa niainib 
Bat, a staff or dob. 

Bat-fcmlmgi catdiing birds with a dap-net by night. 
BaU, strife, oontration. 

BuUt to flutter as a hawk; to abat»# to blant» to eacqpt 
i»a/&^ a small bat for beating dotfaes with. 
BatUn, to feed grossly, to fatten. 
BattU^ an army, fnrces in poeitioii. 
Amtm, a faggot of broshwood, lued in eeateoqrt of anythfaii 

worthless. 
Bmmcoch^ bean coq, a fine fellow. 
Asf, the sp&ce between the main timbers ol the rooL 
BaywindoWf bow-window. 
fir f$aM£hi awhile, a mischief on yon I 
Btadtmam, one who offers prayers (by beads) for 
Beah, the prow of a ship. 
Bear a hrairit to remember well. 
Bear kardt to rein in from mistmst or fear. 
Bear in hood, to encourage or buoy up witlvdeloaiTe prone* 

ises. 
Beardt to defy, to oppose in a hostile manner. 
BearmgychtMi a mantle, in iHiich children were carried to 

the font. 
Beatf to flutter as a falcon ; to meditate, to eonsider eMB» 

estly. 
Beatify, hammering, dwelling upon. 
Beaver, the lower part of a helmety sometimes ised lot tlM 

entire helmet. 
Beeameef in order that. 
Beckt a bow. 

Becoming, self-restiained. 
Be-4a^d, dashed or sprinkled* 
Bed/eHewt an intimate companion, a friend. 
Beetiet a mallet ; ietMe% to overhang. 
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Btg afooly to petition for wardship •£ an v&aX or hnaCie. 

BtgetUr* one who gets or procures. 

BegutUdf masked* di^^sed. 

BetHf, dwelling, abiding ; Mngt since, 

BeliXey to favor, to approve. 

Bt-ffteU, to beat with a yard measure. 

Br-moiled, daubed ^nth dirt. 

Bench^kcUi forica. 

Bending^ unequal to the weight. 

Benefit, a beneficiary. 

Benvemtio, welcome. 

Bequeath, to give, to place in another's can* 

Bergamash, a rustic dance. 

Berm(»othes, the Bermudas. 

Beshrew, evil befall. 

Besmirch, to befoul, to blacken. 

Best, best one, bravest, an epithet of c 

Bestraughi, distraught, distracted. 

Beteem, to give, to pour out, to allow. 

Betid, happened. 

Better part, the spiritual iMrt. 

Better penny, a proverbial phrase. 

Bevel, crooked. 

Bewray, tu disclose^ discover, make known. 

BeMonian, bejggarly fellow. 

Bias, a swelling out. 

BiiL to invite, to pray ; hid forth, invited oat. 

Bid the base, to challenge in the rustic game ol ^ 

Biggin, a coif, a night-cap. 

Bwerry, the whortleberrv. 

BilbOi a sword ; from Bilboay in Spain, where liiat kind d 

iword was made. 
Bilboes^ fetters, or stocks, used in the navy. 
BiU, a bill-hook or weapon ; a label or advertitemnity aHi* 

des of accusation, a promissory note. 
Bin, for been, are. 

BirdrboU, a bolt for shooting from a cro«4x>w at birds* 
Birditigt hawking at partriages. 
Bisson, blind. 

Bitinf the thumb, a contemptnont action- 
Blank, the white mark in the centre of|a target » henflt bm^ 

aphorically the object aimed at* 
Blear, to deceive. 
Bltnch, to start aside, to flinch. 
BUndworm, the slow worm. 
Blister td^ puffed out hke blisten. 

Digitized by Google 



GLOSS ART. Z^3 

Bt00tL ancestnr, natural dispositioD» Ush apiiiti. 

Bl^Mhh^ t Urtdy besmeared with blood. 

Bio0d^ M| in good condici«i, a himtiiig teim. 

Blom^ to inflate, to swell. 

Blmt'caps, the Sootcfa. 

B ^m r dy to accost, address. 

Bob. a blow, a sarcasm ; bob^ to strike, to ridicola. 

Bodrty to botch, to bungle. 

BctBkhu a corrupt word ««ed as an oath, aa Od'a lodlkfai 

God^sUttlebody. 
Bcdldtt, a stiletto^ small sword or dagger* 
BoUier vert, green box. 
B0U41U swollen. 

BolUiit silted, refined ; MW, & neva. 
Bolieredi dotted, besmeared. 
Boltmg'^ktttck, the bin into which floor ia sifted. 
BombarJ, or Bumbard, a barrel, a large veswlt aoaialhMt 

of leather^ for holding drink ; a dnmkard. 
B^mbastt a kind nf padding for filling one dresaaa. 
B0tult that to which a person is bound. 
Bomtty, hkndsome, good-looking. 
BvaJk, a paper of conditions. 
Baoif help, use ; odds, advantage. 
Baatlus, without boot, without adTantaga. 
Boats, hots, worms in horses' stomachs. 
BoratredL restrained. 

Bore, calibre of a gun ; hence sise, importaaee* 
Bortf to wound, to thrust through, to andatiniMb 
Borrowed, assumed. 
Bothy, or busky, covered with wood. 
Bosom, wish, heart's de«re. 
Bets, worms found in horses' stomadia. 
Bottled, swollen, bloated, as ** bottled spidtr.** 
Bottom, to irind round, or upon. 
Bought and seid, entrapped, y ' 
Bomm, a boundary. 

Bern, to give way, to succumb ; homed, hmlu 
Brace, armor for the arm, state of deniioa* 
Braehf a she-hound. 
BrauL false, deceitful. 
BrtUlik a thicket, furze-bush. 
Brave, handsome, well-dressed ; brave, a boaat* 
Bravery, finery, Doastfnlness, audadooa mafhdBaSL, 
Braml^ a kind of dance. 
Breach (ot the sea), breaking of the sea. 
Breah a day, to commit a breach of contract. 
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Bremk tr/. to carve. 

BtmA with, to speak to another on tome bthiMa. 

Brtastj Yoice, surface. 

Brtmtkt^ to ezerdae ; to cease fighting ior a tinie» in onm 

to taJce breath. 
Brtaikedj refreshed, prepared for important wovk* 
BrtedUd, sheathed, mired. 
Sreeehm£t liable to be whipped at school. 
Breed-bate f a breeder of debate, a foasntor ol qnamlib 
Bribe-iticM, a bnckjgiven away in ] 
Bridait nuptial f estirities. 
Brifft a short account, letter, or « 
Brings to attend one on a jonmey* 
Brvu, Utit gad-ftf or oz-fly. 
Broackedf spitted, transfixed. 
Brockf a baoger, a term of contempt. 
Broritet, rough shoes, strengthened with doiC nafla. 
Broken, tootmess by reason of old age. 
Broken nmtic, the music of stringedinstnuMnti. 
Broker, an agent, a pander, a procurer. 
Broocked, adomM^ decorated. 
Brotkerkood, tiadmg company. 
Bremn baeiard, a sweet wme. 
Brown biU, a battle-axe. 
Brownitt^ follower of Brown, an Independent. 
Brmi, noise, report, rumor ; bruits to noise abroad. 
Brutk, rude assault. 
Bitck, suds or lye for washing clothes in. 
Bnck-baskei, basket for conveying dothes to the 1 
A«cMr,tobend. 
Bnff, the dress oi a sergeanu 
" ; a bugbear, an object of fear, a qpectra. 



Bnik, the chest, the body. 

Bnlly^ook, a bragging diaracter, aJoUy dog. 

Btmg% m c&4;)urae. 

Bmrdenj the base, foot or under-soog. 

Bnrr, the prickly head of the burdoda plant. 

Bmrat, to break. 

Bmy, to conceaL to keep secret. 

Bmakf the sign of a pubhc^iouse, or tavern. 

Bnekgtt or bosi^rhvoAkj' 

Bmt, to boot ; only, unless, except. 

Bntf^kaft, a light arrow for shooting at t bnttt 

BuMom, Itttty, buoyant, spirited. 

Bmm, bu9 1 an interjection of impatienoe. 

Bwunrdt a beetle. 



d by Google 



GLOSSARY. 385 

Bv betide, near to ; eooordiiic to» by meaae ot 

%f €m$d By, immedMUely. 

JB^ ditf tnKM night% at all tiiiiet* 

fy-Wlakuh ftn ^au bj our ladyloB, or little lady. 

Jfy ik4M Un bpfust (fingersi) a commoa adQamUon. 

Caddit% wonted galloon. 

Cadet a cask or bairel, as of herrings (500) or sprats (1000) 

Cain colartd, yellowish red, aptplied to hair. 

Caiiijfi a captive, a slaTC ; a witch. 

(Utkg ss dpt^M,jfe$tr, your hopes have not been realised. 

CaictOaU, to prophny. 

Cultpgr, a handr^nn. 

Call, « 111 qUl to yon," meaning ** I'll call otf yoo*' 

CaUcO, or calki, a stmmpet. 

Calm, the word qnalm nusiuronoanced. 

Can, to know, to oe skilful in. 

Canary, a wine from the Canary islands ) a dance* 

CandU-wuUrt, persons who sit up all mght to drink 

Canker, the caterpillar ; the dog-rose. 

CansUcM, a candlestick. 

CanlU, a sUoe, a comer, a portion of anything. 

Ca^ the top^ the principal ; U cap, to uncover 

Ca^iaNe, impressionable ; capadoos. 

CapUalaU, to confederate, to make head. 

Cappachh, a simpleton, a shallow-pate. 

Capridaus, goabsh, lascivious. 

Captain Jewels, jewels of worth* 

Captious, of large capacity. 

Carack, see Carraem* 

Carbonado, a collop cooked on the coals. 

Carcanet, a necklace or chain. 

Cardt ky the, exactly, according to rule. 

Careire, or Career, a term of the manege* 

Carlot, a churl, a peasant. 

Carpet, an embroidered covering for the table. 

Citrpet contideratioM, favor, rather than merit— M tim 

^* Carpet knights " received their honors. 
Carrack, a shq> of considerable burden. 
Carry eoalt, to submit to menial offices ; of slavish spint* 
Case, a skin ; a brace, a pair. 
Cassock, a horseman's great coat* 
Castilian* a native of Castile ; ased in contempt 
Castle, a helmet. * 

Catalan, a sharper ; a reproachful term. 
Cataplasm, a poultice, a soft plaster. 
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Caigt, oonlections, dainties. 

CmiMtf, catgut, lutestrings. 

CmmUL cunning, deceit ; ctuOtlousy treacheioos. 

Cmviarut a ddicacy, prepared from the roe of the stoKMA » 
the word applied to anything beyond the readi of com- 
non people. 

Ctmsarima, The line, i>laced within brackets, in which 
this name occurs (Carialaf$ust ii. 3 » ▼ol» »• P» *37)» >>•• 
been introduced to coniplete the sense of the passage. 
The name is given in Plutarch's Lives, whence Sha]> 
•peare appears to have drawn his information on ihm 
subject 

Ctnmrt, judgment, opinion ; censurt well^ to approve. 

Ctnimyt a hundred, whether of years, of soldiers, or of ob- 
jects in general. 

CeremoHumSi superstitious. . 

Chamber, a kind of ordnance, of small sue. 

Chamber, Kinr*St a name formerly given to London. 

Ckangtf to exchange, to interchange, to vary. 

Chanmlt a kennel for refuse water, an open sewer. 

Charactf affected quality* 

CharacUrt handwriting, ciphers, a letter. 

Ckargt-house^ a free-school. . - 

CMarTe/s Wain, the constellation Ursa Major, the Greet 
Bear, called also the Plough. 

Charm, to conjure by superstitious observances. 

Charm tk* torgite, to put a spell upon the tongue. 

Charming, putting forth magical influence. 

CharnecOf a kind of sweet wine. 

Chandron, entrails. 

ChtaUr, escheator, an officer in the Exchequer | en vaoSaXt 
gamester. . 

Chtek, to fly from, or shy at ; a term in falconry. 

Chtrrxfit^ a game in which cherry-stones are us( 

Chtvtru, a kid ; the name applied to kid leather. 

Ckrwet, a noisy, chattering bird. 

Ckidtt to resound, to echo, to be clamorous. 

Chi/drtn* In some instances, to treat this word ee e tli- 
syllable, child(e)rei., will give a more fluent reading. 

CkUding, pregnant, teeming. 

CKiU, ^miliar expression for * I wilL" 

Chimrg§«nljf, skilfully as a surgeon. 

Cho^ng, a high shoe or clog. 

ChrisUmhm, the condition of beinc a Cliristiatt.^ 

Ckritt^m, a iHiite garment formtrly pot on diildren after 
they were baptised. 
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Chujti a coaney hsmTj, sorlr peaaant. 
Ciemirictt a mark or scar of a ivoond* 
CircU, a diadem, a crown. 
Circumttanc9t a tedioua azcument. 
Circum$ta9$egdi controlled oj external drcomstancea. 
CiU* to sommon, to demand the attendance <rf any mm. 
CivtL serioos ; relating to human lodety and interests* 
Civu^ frequently used as a pun on Seville, where Uttei 

oranges are chiefly obtained. 
Ckich^uh^ a beggar's dish. 
Clamor yow tpngiutf keep silence* 
Cla/ 1* tk4 eiouL to hit the bull's eye !n the taiget. 
Ciean kam, balderdash. 
Clear, innocent, fully, perfectly. 
Clgartlory, or eUrtst4ny, upper row of windows* 
Cleave tke^n, to split the centre pin of the taiget. 
Cli/^t or Cle/t a key in musical composition. 
CltHg, to wither, to shrink away. 
Clinquant, clinking, jingling. 
Clote, in a concealed manner, stealthily. 
Clasenessj retirement, devoted to study. 
ClotUed irogues, shoes fastened together with dout naCs. 
Clown, merryman, a }ester, often retained in the families ctf 

the nobiutr and gentry. 
CbiBs I a popular cry in street quarrels in London. 
Coast, to advance ; coastinr, inviting, conciliatory* 
Cock, a cock-boat, a small boat belonging to a ship. 
Cock andfye, a form of oath in conversation. 
Cockney, a spooney, a cook. 

CocksluO^me, probably the evening twilight or glsamiBCi 
Codli$t£» an early kind of apple, used for boiling. 
Coffin, tne crust of pastry ; a chest or coffer. 
Cogntaance, a distinctive badse. 
Counte, a projecting comer ofmasonry. 
Cdbrand the ziani, a fcunous Danish hero. 
Colckoi. tbt capital of Colchis, on the Euxine, whence Tmoo 

took the jgolden fleece, and afterwards married Msdeaa 

iiriu> had instructed him how to obtain it. 
CoBietL darkened, blackened. 

Coloqmmiula, a plant yielding a fruit called bitter ap^ 
Colort, pretences, deceitful appearances. 
Co mar t, to traffic in fellowship. 
ContfortaNe, able to ^ve comfort ; contorting, aiding. 
Conunan dme n i , It is occasionally necessary, for the sake 

of the measnre, to read this word as a quadrisyllablci 

ooaimand(e)ment. It is so spelt in one passage, vol 
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sdS., p. 373. Similar instances occur in other writers oi 
the perUM, and also in the Scotch metrical Twsiob oi 
thePsahns. 

CMmmm^St encouiters in iendn^ hits. 

Ct-Mmu*iMi, delegation. rale| araiority. 

CctmrnsdiiVt commercial credit, profit* ~ 

C^tmmcM Uar, rumor, general report. 

Camtmtmt topartake in common, to share* 

Cam^aet, made up^ constituted. 

Co99^0rtUio€^ I4>t m making coaqMrisons* 

Compatttd* round, ardied. 

C0mp€uua wi$tdffWt bow-window. 

Cott^atsiatuUtt complainini;, invoking c . _ 

C0m^Ucr% eaual in authority, conf Merate. 

CompkmtfUt filling up, that which makes comptot** 

Ccmj^mgniMt the most approved aooomplishmenti* • 

Compfyt to be compliant, courtly in manners. 

CompoUf to arrive at terms of agreement* 

C^mtpaturtt composhtrt, ecm^osticn^ oompoiitioii. 

C0mpr0mu*d^ under mutpal promise or covenant 

C^mptt m, in charge of trustees ; cctm^ibUt apt, aaiiailifAi 

Concifit^ harmonious agreement, as in musical ooneord* 

CcMciitsionst practical experiments. 

C0Hdiiwn% nature, oociq»tiou, rank. 

Cctuhtctf to lead to. 

Ccnductt leader, conductor 

CcmjhcttUiUdi cheated, deceived. 

CotUf^tUcktrt a poacher, a cheat. 

C^tct, to mix the ingredients for making swoetrntMik 

CpftfomuL to destroy, waste. 

Cmtfouttdtd^ consumed, destroyed. 

CanjuraiioMt, urgent petitions, entreaties. 

Cofuiftud^ siuUed, bound. 

Catutstt to stand on, to make a condition. 

Consort^ to associate with as a friend. 

CcMspectmityf mental vision^ power ol dear percepttos* 

CcmUmegft adherence to pnndple. 

Cwuta$ii^ steadfast, firm, unyielding to temptation. 

C0tuUr% to construe, to righUy underMaad. 

C^mtmhh to hold, to retain. 

CmtUmpHblt^ contemptuous, sarcastic 

CmiUnti acquiescent ; continent, temperate. 

CmASwMKy, self-command, temperance. 

CmaraHicm^ the contract of marriage. 

CmUrariou$% different ; contrary^ to offei opposMoa* 

CmOrive^ to engage in schemes and plots. 
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Omsvm/, td imite in a pka ; to can tog«dier . 

CmmHrtiU^ one ir^ changes his ▼iene* a conTeiti 

C0mmt9mmett Jngg^erT, act of theft, frandoleBt c 

CmmuUdf eonanered ; cvmnmctt to preTail r- 

Crnmnwt^ to make merrr tocether. 

Ctpminimkaii a hat wiu a nigh crowiu 

C^rmtk, cant name for a house of bad f 

C^rkyt withered, dry, like code. 

C0m€r»t obscure q)ots, b]M>hwse. 

Csr«2&sry, an orerplos. 

CW/0r4 bodily; cor/cralffiktJUtd,Vkt 

C^ rri mmlt competitor, rival. 

C^UmrtL, the head. 

C»*Urmiangtr*t /»»#«, peddling, ttaAddog times 

Ctf^n^MMM, a man of dSeminate diaracter. 

CoUf a cottage : f «te, to quote, to instance ; to oveftaka. 

C«/l«Mr, Cotswold hills, in Glouoesterdiire. 

Coumi Canfteif a man of rank very affected in tsaimstai 

Cnm^tr, U rwh to track the scent backwards. 

Ccm»Ur<atUrt a contemptuous name for a shopkeeper* 

C»untgr/nL a portrait, an image : base odn. 

CatmUrvath to balance, to funusa a couiterpoiie. 

Cptm^f a peer, an earl* 

Caur^ [You're for the court] These wo(d« oceurriag In 
AWt ff^ta iJkmi Emii Wg% i. i : toL ▼.. p. lay, mm 
inserted by Hanmer to complete ue sense 

Court Acfy-^foUr, flattery, sycophancy. 

dmt^ski/f acts and ezi>ressions of covirtMy. 

ComtiHt ased in addressing kinsman of differsnt i 

CfwtnL a conrent. ' 

ComisMj cowardly, unmanly. 

CaytirtI, a coward kind othawk ; a mean, dnmken maa. 

Cvam, to outwit, to cheat ; c«sr«M#, chMting. 

CasttTf a bungling tailor or shoemaker. 

Crack, a forward youth ; a loud noise ; i thundeKlap. 

Crack of doom, the final judgment. 

CraeMmm^, a ne'erKlo^well, on the road to the gallowt. 

Cramkt wmding passages ; cranking, winding. 

Ci^mU, crowns, garlands. 

Craro, a tUbiing vessel of moderate burden, a hoy* 

Crodtttt, creditable ; credible ; credulous. 

CrottkiMf of mean position ; not c^ rank to bear arms* 

Crowoi, worsted. 

Critic, a qrnic: aritiealf ready to censure ; qmicd. 

Crou, a coin stan4>ed with a cross. 

Crom-koo ^ , one who keeps off the crows ; a scai ecrow « 
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CT0wtMT* ft coroner* 

CrowfUf^M ^*t iaiWy rather doubtful law. 

Crwuub, a Portuguese gold coin, stan^ad with m 

Crj^i a pack of hounds ; a company, as ol phijtn. 

Cry aim, to give encouragement. 

Cry k«v0c I a war-cry, a signal for slaughter. 

Cry inihtto^qf question, to exult, to boast. 

Cniss0s, pieces of armor to protect uie thij^. 

Cmtimft^, able, skilfuL sagacious. 

Curious, nice, scrupulous, punctilious. 

Curious--kHotted, having many complicated figniet. 

Curiosity y delicacy, scrupxilous attention to externals. 

CurUd, applied to ostentatiously genteel people. 

Currtnts, current events, occurrences. 

Curst, ill-tempered, shrewish, harsh. 

Curtail, a dog of small value. 

CurtU-axe, a cutlass. 

Custalorum, a misnaming of " Gustos RotukMnm.** 

Cut and long tail, good and bad. 

Cyprtu, or Cyprus, a kind of crape, used in 



DaJB^, or doff, to do ofiE, to lay aside ; to befod. 

Damn, to condemn. 

Danger, to be in another's control, power, danger. 

Danskers, natives of Denmark. 

Darraign, to put in order for action, to set in array. 

Daub,x.o disguise ; daubery, chicanery, deceit. 

Dauphin, eldest son of the sovereign of France, 

referred to as dolphin. 
Day^^ooman, a woman employed inti dairy. 
Daaxled, sometimes to be read as if spelt oaxseled. 
Dealt injieutenaniry, got substitutes to fight for hia. 
Dear, anectionate. important, dire, extreme. 
Dearut lonely, solitary. 
DeatfCs man, the public executionert 
Death tokens, plague-epots forewarmng death. 
DsbUor^nd-Crediior, the title of some old works on 

keeping. 
Deck, to bedew^ to sprinkle. 
Deck, a pack of cards. 

.gc^«A»r«, ill-looks, changes of feature for the wotw, 
Defend, to forbid, as *« God defend." 
Dejunctive, relating to death. 
^yy% to disdain, to spurn, to renounce. 
Delations, secret accusationt. 
Demerit^ desert, whether good or bad. 
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* 
DtttttTf a French coin, the lath part af a aol or aoik 
DgfioUmeni^ taking notice, making diicovanr. 
iJtgfart^ to separate fnMn, to part. 
lMraciM0t*i to uproot, to destroy. 
Demtf determined, earnest, eager. 
Dtsc^mtt viairiation on a melody ; a disoocvw. 
DwfHt to designate, to indicate. 
Dgspatck, a message, a state paper. 
DeUctf to charge, to exhibit. 
DfUrmmtiL brought to a dose, ended. 
VaeA, " much good dich thy good heart," modi good vmn 

it do, &c. 
1>MK^ regimen under medical direction. 
Di^usta^ irregular, in confusion. 
Dtf-y<m-g0od^n^ for •* God give you good evening." 
DwUi mark of a stroke, an impression. 
Dtsahkt to disparage, to underestimate. 
DuappoinUdy without the necessary appointment, V^M" 

pared. 
Dhcander^ to scatter, to separate on all sides. 
Ducandy^ to melt, dissolve, revert to previooa state. 
Disease^ to take off the garments. 
Qismtf dime, a tenth part. 
Ditpark. to take away the endoanres of a park. 
Ditpatckf expeditious action. 

Dispatch^ to send a messenger, to send off troops qildify. 
Dispongty to press out as from a sponge. 
Ditpcse, to come to terms with, to settle. 
Dissgmifyf used blunderingly for assembly. 
DisUmpertd^ dissatisfied, disaffected. 
DutraciicHt a detachment of an army. 
DistrMtghtf bewildered, distracted. 
Dwisiofh a distinct part of a musical composition. 
Do ftu right f respond to my challenge or demand. 
DoJTt do off, to uncover ; to evade. 
Doitf a smaU Dutch coin of insignificant value. 
Doi^t distribution, serving to each his portion ; used also lor 

dolour, gne^ trouble* 
Doltmr^ gridL with which dollar is freqoeotly interdMBflHi 

by way of pun. 
/>#», to do on, or put on. 
DootHf judgment, judicial decision. 
DoubU^acktt double thunder-daps. 
Doublo-piUures, pictures having aces on both aidea. 
DottbU j»/, twice twelve hours, all roond See Hcrctogo* 
Doui% to do out, to extinguish 
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2>#flM«r« eMdofwment. gifl^ ability to emier. 

DtwU^ m feather. 

D amn f ^v ttk hanging down Hke tlatf iHiidi IwMi % 

the ankles. 
Draw dry foal, to trade by die aaant of Hat iooCi 
Dra/atTf a waiter at a taTem. 
Dramtu in poeition with aword drawn ; drvnk. 
Driiblmgi feeble ; a contemptoona term. 
Dr$i£St peraona employed in dradgeiy. 
Jhi^ton, the wooden handle of a i 
Z>M0, softf aoothing ; dnUard^ a i 
Dmt^ a aoRowfnl tone. 
Dtm Uimiht mirf, a Chiiatmaa gamboL ** Dan** ia Um 

cart-hone, represented by a log of wood. 
Du/>^, do upt to lih up, to open. 
Dttramct, rob§ qf^ imprisonment: from the smog b«S 

leather garment worn by bailifia. 

JTtfyfvr, from tfie Fiendi migrt^ aonr, bitiagi 

Kamlmgi a yeanling, a lamb |«at dropped. 

Sttrf to ploufplu 

Eehtt to fill up, to eke ooL 
inick,ai 
.equal. 
, thetmie „. . , , 

JtUnffms, The purpose for ^rtaok elisions^ aeeenta, and 
inflectiona are employed throughout thia edition is that 
of assisting the reader, ao that hia enjovment in readi^ 
may be as little interfered with aa possible, eapedaUy m 
die more complex passagea. In Terba tsmajg in #, the 
past participle, formed by adding d, is ^lelt m foU. and 
when unaccented does not increase the number ct syl* 
lablea, as in graced, placed, lored, promised, receiTodt 
Ac* ; iriien an additional syllable ia in such caaes re* 
qidred, this is indicated by an accenty as gracM. lorM,. 



§/», quick, apt, c 

SjtMf equal. 

ifldt the time of old age ; antiquity. 



>,&c. Paatpartiaples which are formed c 

ire, when unmarked, regarded asaddi 

B ; when elision is possible and the additio 



bie ia not required, the # is elided, as in 
leam'd, markNL o'erlook'd, sway'd. ac Wofda of tw» 
or more syllablea which require ue emphasis to bt 
pbwed on a syllable different from that on whidi it o^ 
con in the orunary pronunciation, are marked aoiDid* 
faigly. The acute accent ia employed, where neeaaaany 
to flurk the rising inflection j die grave accent to hMp 
eate the falling inflection. It is occasionaHy 
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to fotrodoce a tjrllabla in aiMiticB to tfaoM failiCTidd by 
tfM nraal tpelthig of m word : we t^mmmfuit m mit thi^ 
uUd^ tmbnMUdt tmpreut litmy, mgatu$ 0riiimm» 
Ac After all belpe, the reader's own taste and' jiidc- 
ment, matnrrd by nreqnent and careful practice in reM 
iagt must be hie chief guides. 

KtmiaJUMgri bestowing dieball as a nuurk o| royal.|r. 

MtmiarfitgmgMUf obstructions, stoppages. 

SmiesMltd, sometimes to be read as if spelt raabessalad. 

fimiasud, outrun, eichausted, a hunting terau 

Smtrasurt. embracement* 

Smmenct, nigh rank, honorable pomtion. 

Stmtfuw, a term in takonrr, meaning to O Tei a we» to par 
al^rse, to render incapable of action, thnnq^fear* 

Emftricutieki empirical. 

Bmprtu* By treating; this aa a word of three syllables. 
emp(e)ress, some Imea in TUtu Andr^mcu* will lead 
more smoothly. 

Em$Uaii0mf enry, jealoosy, mvtiny ; gmttlomtf enviom. 

St^^sS^t to give p oss es s io n of property in fee simple. 

Engagttlf challenged ; attached and retained as hoattfe. 

Engross^ to fatten, to pamper, to make groas. 

EnmndUy to stimulate amoition. 

Enaconct^ to take a position of shelter. 

Bttuanudf gross, nmk. 

Enuar, become sterile, unproductiTe. 

EnskigUf sheltered, hidden from obserration. 

XnUriatfh engage soldiers to be ready for active aanrka. 

Enitriammgnt^ re-admissitm to office ; soldiers' pay | rndlp 
ness to receive overtures. 

E^tiamt a drunken dissolute fellow, m cant phraae. 

Jirrini^t errant, erratic> 

EsceUd, the reckoning paid. 

Bsftranci^ ^ope. Hotspur's war<ry. 

Espialt^ wait* scouts. 

Bstgem, the fulness of estimable character. 

EvtHf equal in position ; #w» 0krutian, feUowChiiUkBi. 

EvidnUt that which cannot be eso^Md or avoided. 

EvUi tht, the Kin^s evil, scrofula. 

Examimdt called m questioo, held in doubt 

Excrenuntt the beard, hair, nails, &c. 

ExecmUr^ one who esecutea the orders of hia aopcrior 

ExtcuHoHf carrying out commands, using ezerose. 

Extqukst funeral ntes, customary mourning. 

ExerctMi religious meditation or devotion. 

Uxhmk% to draw ou -, to ' jHbeathe the sword. 
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EjMiiiUm, maintenanoe, aUowance. 
Bxptcti to tvmtt for, to ghne attentum. to aa ticiyl ii 
RxptditMety ei^editioD •oddenW nnaertakai* 
Bxptdu/Uj expeditions ; tx^uuewtfyt with ipetd- 
Sx^iaUt rally aooompUehed, oompletedy «xpu«d. 
Rxpreu^ to make known, to diaooirer. 
SxtujffiaemUt probably meant puffed out» estnTafuii 
ExUiuUd, made an extent wpon, seised. 
ExHrp^ to extirpate, to destroy. 
ExiracHttf, diverting and distracting tlM attantia«« 
Sxiravagimif disposiBd to go astray* wanderiag. 
Bxtrtmtti wildness in action, extremities. 



Bya^ a young hank, Just taken frcun the nest. 

Eif€ u mmsM f the unfledged musket-bird, m smaU hawk* 

JEt>«»4sometimes used for Ay ; ^tjmf, eyes. 

Fmet, to be audacious, to outbrave an opponent. 
Facif$4rimSf obstinately perverse, wickcMl. 
FacHom, party, tnganixation ; factimit impatieBt. 
FaeuUut, natural powers, unusual gifts, mediriiuJ virtMib 
Fadft, to be correspondent with, to suit. 
FtuUng^ the burden of a song. 
Fair^ beauty, complexion ; a beautiful wonaa. 
Faii0r$f traitors, deceivers. 
FalcoHf a small na^ trained for spOTt. 
FaOf to allow to fall, to drop. 
Fabt, untruth vyUlsr^rt dishonestly ; f»Mmg% < 
Fant^t love, affectian. 
Faney/rte, untouched by love's power. 
Fang^ to grip with the teeth \fang9di 
FanteuHcaly creatures of the nncy. 
Fantatiicoet^ persons who show aofectatioii. 
Fardel^ a small pack, a bundle, a burden. 
Fartu9tUt vulgar mispronunciation for virtuous. 
Fashwnst a disiease in horses, called faroeos or baccf* 
Fasti unalterably determined. 
Fa ti m md -Ucu^ a cheating game. 
Fmvr^ countenance, characteristics ; cnoe, goodwilL 
F^mr^ that which is feared : Jfor^ to aSright^ to da«Dt> 
Fear/ui, constitutionally anaid, timoroos ; awfuL 
FHMyt cleverly, neatly. 

Fmltrmiyf taking part in an entemrise ; oonfederata. 
/WiriSrr, one fed and sustained by nis eaoqidoyert m sanrant. 
F m g r M f^ a personal cause of sorrow. 
/Sfrr, fe*-er, one who holds his possessioni «nd«r 
to prifoffm certain services to his superior, oa 
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Ivfiritvre if the obligaition is not fuliilledy the enioymeiit 
of his privileges being dependent on the perfom u mce of 
hisdnfies. StttKmgHiniyikeF^mrthtVviUwAL 
ic s > Tol. ▼!. p. I4S J— 
Shall we bar treason? and indent with fee'ni 
When they nave lost and forfeited themadret? 

Ftitmenthj a Welshman's pronunciation of vahaBMndy. 

FtUj the van or hide of an aninuL 

0f€Uamt a onnpanicm ; a contemptnoua apitht. 

Fimctt akUfol in the art of sw<imH>Iay. 

Ft0dmy^ a Taasal who holds property hi fee or fta, soe 
F^r ; one who acta under a superior ; a federala. 

Ftrti atjikertj an associatei a comrade, husbandf or wife. 

Ftstwattfyt without loos of time. 

^ir/, fetched. 

Fic^tfirOf a fig : a contemptuous expression. 

FulcUdf m the field, readT for battle. 

F04tn, a tax of a fifteenm on per»onal prqpertj. 

Fights, clothes hung round a sh^ in a battle at sea, to con- 
ceal the men from the opposite foroe. 

FiO-k^ru^ the shaft horse. 

^ftiZr, thills, shafts of a cart. 

FiiU9 the conclusion, the end ; An^tt, unlimited. 

Firr^ttke^ ignis-fatuus, or Wul o' the ^H\k^ \ also, an arti- 
ficial firework. 

Fire^uw, just coined, glitteriag. 

Firkf to rhastise. 

Fitt a division or canto of a song ; a habit* 

Fitehtm^ a polecat. 

Fivesi a disease in oorses, called the vivas. 

Flamtn% a priest. 

FJag-^ofon^ raisins in burning brandy, taken by topers. 

Fla^acks, pancakes. 

Flmw^ sudden, violent g[ust of wind ; sadden emotion, or 
that which occasions it. 

FUet* to float ; to beguile the time : to pass away. 

Flttked, eager for more fighting, after the first encounlsr^ 

FUthmtnt, the first opportunity of encounter in battle. 

FUwtdt the lips hanging down, like those of hounds. 

Flighi^ a particular mode of archery. 

FZMr. wave, sea. 

Fbuky ripe, fresh, vigorous. 

Filing mi tkt brppk, hawking at w ater4 ow L 

FoUf >m/ to tkff shown to disadvantage. 

Faim, to fence, to thrust or push with a 
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^•kotu pltnty, Aiitunm. 

Fo0t<Mhi •umpter doth, falling down to the hone's f^et- 

F^r^ used in the sense tti-^/or tktU^ Ucmmt; /or/km' ^, 

and J/^f , or be/ort, 
F0r all waters, ready to play any character. 
F^r wky, in the sense of bteamse, for this reaum* 
Forage, to move away from home, take a wider lange. 
Forbtd, bewitched, forespoken. 
Force, to fear, to hesitate ; to enforce. 
Fordo, to ruin, to destroy. ^ 
Foreirit, enmloyed in f oreien countries. 
Foreuow, to oe slow and dilatory, to loiter. 
ForettfUl, to anticipate, to be beforehiind. 
For/end, to forbid, to prevent. 
Forgery, something made, as on a lozge. 
ForgeHve, apt to forge, inventive, imatf;inativtt« 
Formal, regular, authentic, in proper lOfm, 
ForsUak, to forbid, to speak to the prejudice t&» 
Forth, out, invited forth, meaning invited out. 
Forthright, a straight regular path. 
Foseet, a vent pipe m liquor vessels. 
Fox, a slang term for a sword. 
Franked, styed up, confined, as swine for fatting. 
Frayed, disturbed, frightened. 
Fret, the stop of a musical instrument. 
Frippery, an establishment for second-hand dotfiat. 
From, away from, opposed, contrary to. 
From the teeth, pretended, no deeper than the teetiu 
Frush, to crush, to break, m pieces. 
Full of bread, in fulness of manly power and pfo apeiUy. 
FuUam, loaded dice. 
Fust, to become moxildy and usdess. 

Gaierdme, a loose outer coat. 

Gmd, a pointed instrument ; u^omthogad^ whh hail** 

Gait, progress, going : personal carriage. 

Galliard, an andent <umoe. 

GallimaM/ry, a medley. 

CaUowgiasses, Highland foot-eoldiers. 

Gamester, a frdicsome person ; m wantOA* 

Gaping, snouting, roaring. 

Gargaktua, a fabulous gumt. 

Geut, struck with fear. 

Gear, busine s s, work in hand, 

Qech, a fool, an ignorant down. 

Generous, nobl» of high descent 
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(hmtit, nobki hlglKraindcd. 

CitmUg mttt an endearing epidiet. 

Gtmiry, courtesjTf oondoct Mooaaing mtleiolk. 

G^rmgmtf ^vrmms, seeds possessing the elesaats ol Ufa. 

G^tSf deeas, achievements ; £gsit a pngnamt or list. 

Gild, to lanush with money. 

Gimtiial'6iif a bit in two parts* 

Gimmtr, an ingenious contrivance in machinery. 

Gh^n. rcoroo^ sarcasm, gibe. 

Girtf old lorm olgird, to encircle witha belt or ginBa 

Gw ik4 darej dudlenge to combat. 

GUtkf to scoff, to insolt, to b^mle. 

<Mrar, to com m ent, to talk over, to wheedle. 

G^bgtj a mouthful. 

Godyuldyam, God reward yon. 

G0urd, a term used to indicate false dice. 

Gm(^, drops. 

G cw t r mmt ni, the due regulation of the mind and temper. 

Gracia$Ut comely, gentle, displaying gracefulnesa. 

Gramercyt God have mncy ; great thanks. 

QroHgt, the farm-stead or granary of a monastery ; a sdH* 

tary dwelling. 
Grmvt^ m grtavtt, armor protecting die 1^;*. 
Grist, a step, a degree. 

Gr9tmdli$igt, those on the gronnd, in the pit d a theatre. 
Gmmtt to utter a harsh discordant noise ; to grumble. 
Guard, fadi^, braid, deooratioo. 
Guidon^ a standard. 
Guln, in heraldry, red. 
Gumnionti , stone*«bot, caanon-faaUa* 

H, sometimes used in a ponnfaic sense for ache, pronoimfled 



Hm^gmrd, an untamed hawk. 

Hatrs complexion or character, bent of the 

ff^f^y^ haply, by chance, unexpectedly. 

Hammsi, bound by a surety. 

Hmttauvw, corruption of hemshawy a het«i. 

Harry, to despoil, to harass 

Hmuk, to inlay. 

Hmnmg, possessions, fortune. 

Hmg^, a dance ; a term in f endt^* 

Htadbcrvmgkf a parish ottoer. 

^«liMM, ptrhape henbane, a poisoneaa pbM. 

H^ hefted, having m haft or oandle. 

Vtmy. In the historical plays, it is ueeessaiy m i 
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stanoM t* take tikit word as a trityllablet Hcii(a)fy^ Ja 

ordar to obtain a floeDt readwf • 
JSTtfff^ aeiied, forcibly taken potieiiion d. 
H^rh-ermct^ beib of graoOf nie« 
fftft, Dchflit, ofder* will* 

^«<r/M^ «W«tf4/3^> old name lor ••hide and aaak."* 
fUgmtmdUm^ high men and low inen» fiUie dke. 
ajgkii called, donated. 
UiUf OMd for A»^ for the take of the ihyiM, ia PMett* 

iroL zlis.» p. aai. 

deg^ierate, a pahry. cowardly fellow. 



Hiu omn oied in the aenae of its* 

HMjfktru^ a horM of wicker-work and paateboaid, «ea4 

in May>gamet ; applied to a looae woman. 
H0UU$»r% chorus or bunlea of a aoog. 
H0lp^ Old form of helped. 
Hotu$fy% chastityi open-handed liberality. 
Hom^^UUkt^ red clorer. 
H00dman-ilmdt the game of blind-man'e4niff. 
H9p*^ to expect somethiiig, favorable or otherwise. 
ff0rol0£9t a dodc : the nautical cmnputation ol the hoars d 

the day is from t to 24 ; see DaibU ut» 
Hmir* In some passages it is convenient to dwell vpon this 

word as two syllables; as howk. 
Hrnggtr-mumr^ out of public view, dandestinely. 
Hnm^knjf K0mtri probably a cant term lor meaMime or 

hour, similar to dining with Duke Humphrey. 

Hurtlmrt dashi^f jusUing, in ' ~ 

tiMwtutdry^ '-■--- 



, tluriftf cardul B 
HytUric^^mni^t « disease called ^ Mother. 

Ij often used to reprssent the affmiative Ay, yes. 

/dStf. with the Romans tlie eighth day aftor the Nones ; the 
Nonea being the fifth day in each month except Maid^ 
^^7t Jvly, and October, in these four monthe tfM 
sevenlf day: hence the « Ides d March" meuMllaicli 
ssth. 

/dSSr, sterile, uncultivated ; idiotic^ wikL 

Jjni0ttg^$ for ignominy. 

lb mtr t m ^ dtm-hnAt 61 fiiulty < 

ImbrnTi to delsnJ, to secure. 

Jmmumiij ff savagery. barbariQr. 

Jm^tntrtmt^ destituto of dear perospCioai. 

/iMI^/^bM/, not aoited to tiBM and c' 

im^kacAt d, dosely inter 

Im^im t , withoir pity, 1 
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tmpM ' i m m§ ^ import meaninf ; iapoftnidly. 

I mfmilm m u^ a ooltoctkn of natter toaiyp oft of tfiobo dy* 

iHpritKt^ with ozaotnoiaa oiittalol]^*atncD7 ^ ^ho Mtlar* 

InemrmuUm, to djo m faMtcolor, to sii£Eiiie with criflHOft* 

Inc^my, dftlioKf, pMtty, m pet tenn. 

imimdt^ t at ki tvk a gf o eawnt, to cofonant | wmiWr$* 

imdt.wj an introdoctioii, a preface. 

Indmrmt^ impartial ; indiffer§tUfy^ takiably. 

lumjefiom^ mtrodiictioB» entrance, commenceaaeDt. 

Ituh t r mnctf daranoe» imprisonmeat. 

Imuctert^ltt ao bad that it cannot be caned enovgh. 

if^fwtwttj miestationf attacked from abroad* 

lmgmg$df notboond^ free. 

Irngm t t Tt deaicner, roTentor. 

Jngmmisfyt nankly> aa ineenoonaly b sow ondiritoad. 

lukMabU^ the opposite of habitable^ minhabitablo. 

Jnup$i^, a character of the old moralitr playa. 

JmMk rm t m aig t sarcastic epithet applied to a stndoBt 

JnUg, a kind of narrow tape. 

Snimmd, not bred in opfamd regioiia, or o« the wild conlf ■» 

Immu r0€iy a root supposed to occasion insanity. 



Jni0gr^9t entirety, intensi^. 

^nitmiutt that cannot hold. 

IwotttHpHf iiwagin atioii| fancy ^ preriona reflectioM* 

Jwmmrdmu^ intimate nriendship* mutual poniidenoai 

//, often nsed lor At. 

yacl^a^Uta^ a poppet tiirown at in gaaaaa at Lent ; a aim 



M^«^«ff > the mark in the game of bowla. 
^mch gtmrdasit^ a Jack on goard, or in offdal positiea. 
' ' r, the ke;rs of a spinet or virginaL 
the ticking soond of a watch or dock, 
the foot-straps of a hawk* 



\ to stmt, to encroach upon. 

mm$i a heavy, lethaigic f 

^ a ring diyided to be nsed as a lofe-tokmi* 



;daify. 

if^ critical. Judicial. 
, to agree, to riak ; /MMsA at ^ aide of timti 
!i^ a dtoraetor in eld BM "' 
, to projectf to jat out. 
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Kmmu crooked, awiy from the pnipoae, fattiaSk 

KHxk, Mck, a lump of fat or taUoir. 

Keel iemlaun Saxpn), to cool, or keep from boiiiOB o^**** 

Kemei* Irish loot*soldierB. 

Ke^oldt intensely cold, cold as iron, 

KtUsf dulblaiasi chaps in the heels. 

Kickte^wiekUf wife, a familiar term. . 

iTfZ&V^fw^/^ familiar name for Kenilworttu 

KituLt nature, species. 

KimdUt to prompt, to instigate. 

KiuU, to bite or break short. 

Kntpet. It was customary in Shakspeare's tiow lor 'mTitdl 

guests to take their own knives. 
KnoUgrass, The family of plants to which the kiiot«rMS > 

bd<mgs 3rields several medhinal appliances ; the kii«(> 

grass was credited with the power of hindenng animal . 

growth. 
Knotty intricate figures in garden-beds. 

cad to a deed, oa 
■ tit. 



L small portions, 
come in late. 



iminwfaatiHiy 



ladfaiaaL 
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Liunm, licentioasnew. 

Li0i to reside, to lodgOt to be imprlMmod. 

Liif, wilUngly. or readily ; U^si, dearest^ iMet bri ofd. 

Liertr^ m resiaeot representative or amba«Mulor. 

Lifki tf l0v*t a dance tune* 

LtMfyt in the usnal course, ccmuiionly. 

LuktUkacd, similarity. 

LiJkeiuts, mere pretence of goodness. 

Limifck, alembic, a vessel used in distffling. 

Limb0t Uie separate state, hades ; a prison. 

t»imb$ 0/ Limtkmutt the rough 'long-ehore Mob* 

Limed, caught, snared, as birds are taken bjbudHoM ; d» 
ceiTed* 

Limit, stated time ; limiied, regular, appointed. 

Limited frofesHom, occupations restrained mdila 
whether by law or custom. 

Limn% to delineate, to portray. 

Ling, a kind of heath. 

Link, a torch ; linttpcki a match used in _ 

List, the edse ol cloth, the bound or limit. 

LUheTi flesDole, easily moved from active efforts. 

LivtWUed, the appearance of life ; livffy, living. 

Znvr, regarded as the seat of the affectmis. 

Livtry, a term «rf the feudal law as to tenures. 

Lrving, means of liviufl;, possessions, moome. 

Loach, a small dainty fish. 

Lob, a boobjN'a dull, stupid person. 

Lockram, a kind of coarse Unen. 

Lodfstar, tfie leading; or guiding-sur, the pole star. 

Lodged, laid by the wind, applied to com in the field. 

Lotlf, or htjf, to bring the ship dose to the wind. 

Lo^% the branches cut off from trees fmr firewood. 

Let, a prize ; lottery, an allotment. 

Love-^'idlomeu, a flower. 

Low<rooked, low^croudied, low-bowed. 

Lomrer mesus, persons occupyii^ an inferior plaoe id the 
social system. 

LetyaL This word has been introduced in a passage {Henry 
Vlll^f act iii., sc a ; vol. viii., p. 384) which has given 
much trouble to editors, and occadoned numerous pn^ 
posed emendations. - Loyalty is the burden of the pre> 
vious and succeedins.speeches of the King and WolMy 
and the reading of this edition seems* wimont tttrmxAig^ 
to fit in with the sense of the irfiole passage. The lines 
originally stood: — 

a 
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W0L I do profaM 

That for your highness* good I ovw kilMi^d 
ifote than mint own ; that u% havt^ and vOl h% 
Thoosh all the world shoold cncfc thair daky to fO% 
And ttirow it from their so«l ; 

Itnownadat— 

That for yov UchneM* good I hava em bbaf'A 
If ore than mine own ; that 1 aniafBl^aididAhi^ 



I tm i, a tafm*o£ contempt, a drsp i ca bia JsPow* 



XtMfc die pike or jade fish. 

XarfHhiri steeping the senses in 

Zm ms , nts ofixmf, wild pranl 
' to inn easily at caras. 
ink, Insdoos, soecnlent. 
nai M S , indination : imtiidL chaerfal, 
't Inst; kumrmu, imdni, usdviooa* 
particolar kind of Uoodhomid. 



l^tm, a particolar kind oft 

JMMdSelir, tainted, spotted; etem/ertwy, a spe<^ a Hain. 

Mii£Mi/Sc0, a great man in the Venetian state* 

Ma^id^, a magpi e. 

satttum^Pf covered or wrapped vc^ 

Mikim% mainland; mam 0/ lights body ol light. 

Make^ a companion, a mate ; mmh»Ut$, 



Mmkt ikg dair, to bar or lock op, to close in lor tlw night 

Mmfkim, equivalent for Mall or Moll, aseaning Mary, a ea» 
vant gurl ; a fignre made of rags ; a s c ar acrow * 

JMSiA^rtf^ ill-domg, mischief. 

JUStOr^ or MMOeri^ male of the wild dndc spedsa. 

MifU W rmt, indolgers in malt liquors, druncaidib 

Mk$mfm0ck, to cut, break, or tear m pieoes. 

Mmth to bring a wild hawk under subiectieiu 

M itmd rag^rm, m a n d ra k e , a strong opiate : lahulnidy en- 
dowed with aahnal Ufs, and power to imue otta. 

M k t Mmdf of oMsenline nature ; applied to bold woasa. 

JfiMMwr, wHk ilA#, in the very act. 

^j^f^^^t diTJs ion lh ie% boundaries. 

^MNvMeei^ a sweet .bis cmt or cake* 

JAtMiMmu^ a careless scraiH. 

Jiv^tfriMet, Martinmas, hi November; decUntof yaam. 

MUe, to confuse, to confound, to destroy. 

Mmmd ahand-baskeu 
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M huu , a Um oocnn m 5WSAw Cmmr* nr. s, voL is^ypb 
80^ iHuch hat been ynnoadf anended by diiFerapt e» 
ton to obcam an additioaal tyllable. Plrobablj the «nw 
eolation ol tlw dificnlty choold be eoufht in the tien^ 
in«t of ilM ymurd means, spelt mtmmtt as tiio sylliMeai 
tbnsi— Omt Jwf/^'wyM^r tmrndf, mir meante tireidlfiL 

M mturt, extent ol power ; a stately daaee. 

Mmael , a leprous person ; used eontenmtuoosly* 

MMtrt the medlaMree, the fmit ol wfaidkiraot it fcg 1 
ing till it begins to decay. 

M rityt, following, senrants, retinue* 

MtlL to mix. m^dle. 

M§if>kmi0^kihu^ a familiar nnrit ; cant word ameog taptis. 

MtremtmmU^ a merchant, m foreign tnuler* 

JUSmiMad^ a siren. 

MUrrymtk^ a wag, m humorist ; an immoral 1 

Mttt^ the members ol a company who keep 
m^sut, varying degrees m social rank. 



iUiaphytieat^ beyond physical u 
MicHirt a truant, a Inrldng thief. 



Mickm£t idling about, sly, petty thieving. 

Mm-nxMmtt^ a milled si^^ence. 

Mmermif a mine or metalhc vein. 

MGrmiUt worthy of adminuion. 

Mbc0iut€rt to mistake or misinterpret ; to miscoostrM. 

Miser, miserable creature ; low in diaracter or conditioa. 

Mistryt the possession of a miserly, avaridoas spirit. 

*MisSj amiss, fault. 

Mtttttv€t, messengers. 

MuUm^gdt having lost temper, angry. 

MuirgsSf or jack, the bowl aimed at m bowliag. 

Mf, or MMT, frequently used for mmtv. 

MMUdf mi^d, veiled. 

M M b r U f trite» customary, commonplaoe. 

M n Mt , model, pattern, image. 

Mtft, mtm, or iwMMr» to make mouths. 

MneH the half ; frequently used for any portioa. 

MmtHimrt the moon, so called aa inflneiicing the ti 



Jgp W wwr A the mole. 

JfiMMT, m dull, stupid, dronish fellow. 

JfiM«mAM|f , foi- momentary, occurs in MUm$ttmtr H(g^% 

Dremm^ L u voL ii., p* 843. 
Mmimt t t 0t a technical term m fencing. 
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MmtA's-mmd, a detenninationy strong purpose. ' 

Mlf^ angry taeling : temper ; maody, mefandio^. 

M it pmiti t aul^ect to fireqnent diangesf Uke the moon. 

MrrmfWf to expound, to Comment, to advise. 

MfTP and less, all classes^ great and small, hiffh and low- 

Mtriac0f a Moor ; Mtrri^fikt, a Mooriso pike* 

Mmri^ death ; Moirt ^ ikg tUer^ a hunting chorus. 

Mortml^ causing death, murderous, fatal. 

Mot^ mono, a significant word. 

Motion^ desire, solicitation ; a puppet, which is mpfed. 

Motivt, that which causes or assists motion ; motive pow^i 

Motley, a fool : from a fool's parti-col(nied cbat. 

Mcmght^ the old form of nngnt* 

Mtuu-kunt, a kind of weasel, which preys on mice. 

Mtyi supposed to mean a small coin. 

Much / a contemptuous expression. ' 

MfdeUrs, muleteers, drivers of mules. 

MUm^ied^ muUihtdinom, referring to great numbers. ' 

Mfmtidmng, worldly, the present life. 

Murder, murderer, murdering, generally Spdt «»wr^Aitr« 

murtkerer, mm^herhtr, in the early edinons. 
Murdering-piece, a piece of artillery whin several birrels. ^ 
Mure, a vraU, from ue Latin mm^ue, . 

Muse, to wonder, to admire. H 

Mueet, a break in a hedge. 
Muse, a scramble^ an ei^r struggle. 
Bfyrmidons, ruae ruffians; from Achilles' soldlefSy wlu) 

were so called : diey came from Thessaly. 

Napkin, a handkerchid 
Nrnturtu, an idiot. 
Nemehfy, unprincipled, wicked. 
Nay^uord, a watchword, a byword. 
Near, " near you,"->know your meanings or c 
Ntat slave, a cow^herd. 
Neb, the nose, the beak, the mouth. 
Neeld, a needle. 

Nei^iftieve^ Scotch), the fist. ; 

Nepkew, from the Latin m^, a grandson, tppUsd to MV» \ 

eial collateral relationships. ) 

Netker-^Ucks, short stockings or hal^bo••. 
Newt, the eft, a smaU lisanL 
Nejet sMM^the newwt, most dired way. ' 

NiSi^^sClerks, St., thieves: 'st. Incholidrdi^ tntrao. 
Niek, nurk or notch, oomt or reckonii^. 
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NithHr^y a night rereL 
Hmg mHiM m^rritt a eoontry came. 
NMtt atici«nt gold coin, Talued at 6*. 8A 
NsMesM, " you nobless Engliah," you nobles of F.nglaiwi. 
Nodj to give the nod, a gesture of ridicule or caaUmpL 
Noddy t a game at cards ; a silly fellow. 
NopoynU a pun on the French negative, imm/»mi^ 
IfotUi the sound of musiCf a band of musical peifonaMti 
Nonce^ for the time, for the special occasion. 
l^»pk-shotUn^ thrown into a corner* out of the way. 
If^tt-paUd^ round>headed. 

NouiUt to pamper the appetite, to feed with delicaciea. 
Novum^ a game at dice : the chief throws were 9 and §• 
NimL nodu^ a head-piece. 

Nut-kookt a nook to pull nuts off the tree ; applied to ■ 
thi^t and also to a thief-catcher or bailiff. 

C7, a circle, an orb. applied to the earth ; ikit nito^dt n O, tkt 

stage, or playhouse. 
Oar, to make proeress in the water, as with oara. 
Ob, obolum. a halq>euny. 
Obuquifs, funeral rites. 

Obuquious, compliant, as one taking part in obsequies. 
Observation, observance, peculiar ceremony. 
Obstacle, used for obstinate. 
Occupations^ persons occupied in trade or business. 
Occurrsnts, current events or incidents. 
Odds, falling at odds, quarrelling ; oddly, unequally. 
Offs body, Ods pUtiklns, oaths, God's body, pity, Ac 
(EUiads, glances, winks, tokens given by the eye. 
0*erlook*d, derparted, dorwrosted, see ovoriookod, ooor* 

parted, overwrested. 
Oes, circles, round shining bodies ; smallpox marks. 
O/V used in the sense oi/or. 



Oldage^ applied to aees past ; antiquity. 
On, in the sense of of; on, sometimes pronounced as Ptmu 
OfuyoTt a personage in commerce, perhaps a banker. 
Opai, a precious stone, pearWhite, which in the sua ro> 

fleets the prismatic colors. 
Opinioned, used bv Dogbeiry ior j^inioned. 
Oppositions, singte oppositions single encounten. 
Or, as in heraldry, gold 
Orbst fairy circles. 
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Ordmamct, nmk, coouiuumL 

Ordmmmctt cannon ; formerly ipelt ordinanet, and Iiubijm 

ally required to be read aa a trityllaUa ; aae Btmrf f% 

act lin ac. 4t toI. vii., p. 46. 
Or^uUm% diadainlal, proud, haughty. 
Orutd^ bfi^t, shining, glittering. 
Orts^ remains, fragments, scraps. 
OstttUt parade, show, ostentalioii. 
Ouches, fairies, goblins* 
Oustt-coOt^ the blackbird. 
Ont^ to the utmost extent, fulL coaqdtta 
Out ^mUetstt beyond all ratmg. 
Ommm, to out-face, to oreroome. 
0$awardt kept at an outside, not in tha secret. 
OverUoktd, passed beyond ; bewitched. 
Over^ri*d,hamDg too great a part assigned to «■•* 
OvtrsuTt one who sees to the eitecutioii of a wiU. 
OvtrU^n^. aiming at undue elcTation. 
OverwrtsUdt overstretched, ambitious imhatioiia. 
<Jwek€$t ornaments of jewelry. 
Omr, formerly had the mftanmg of U mm, 
Ox^ip, the great cowslip. 

Fm^ to conspire, to sdieme : pachtd, a conspuator. 

Pada0ckj a great fr<^, or toad. 

Pai^attj a person of vicious conduct. 

Patfitttl-cUth^ hangings with which rooms were twmiahadi 

Paiocke, ^jock^ peacock. 

Palabrtu (Spanisn), spare your words, a cant phrase. 

Palt^ indosure, railmgs ; faU^ to impale. 

PiM, to give way through intense fear. 

PalliameiU, a white robe for a candidate. 

PiUmer, a pilgrim, from the palm-branchea carried by pU* 

gnms who had visited the Holy Land. 
Parag0Hy to compare, to institute a paralleL 
Pmrctl^ part ; ^rcthgOit partially gUt. 
Pmrdt the leopard. 
/WmA-/^, a laige top formerly keptin villages to be wtdnndl 

forexerase. 
P»ra^j an apparitor, an officer of the Spiritual Court.; 
P«irlc»Ui perilous ; keen, shrewd. 

^l!^' ^ **^? P»" ^"» 5 Mrtakert a confederate. 
PfrUd, possessmg natural powers or parts. 
Pmrttaamz kind of pike or halberd. 
^^^t^^^*^^»^,V^tn to thenen by old writan. 
Pmak, the face, the head ; M*^d, struck, ousked. 
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Fmt$mg», penoos paMin^ to and fro. 

Pmitf mtatm^s p€tui$t^ the name of a daoca. 

PmttrVf the past^r^oom. a place where paatiy ivu : 

PmtcMgd, dresaed in dothes ol different colon. 

Pm i c h i r y ^ trickery* 

PmHftUt need as a Terb, to nuke patient. 

Ai/Mi#t a daalioe cover ; a drcnlar shining object 

Pmtitm, to be a pattern, to giye an exaoiplo* 

Pmnea v»Ha, shorten yoor K)eech« 

Pedamit ^uuuemUt a learned many a 

PH$tf to oalance ; j^iauL «ei^ted« 



PtUtUdt compoeedof pellets, or small roonded partklM» 

PtUitiff peddling, insignificant. 

PtmUmtrt^ gentlemen pensioners attwiding at cowt* 



PtrdmrdhU^ dnrable, lasting. 

Ptrtfyf imitatioii of a Frend oath, Pmr Ditu, 

Ptrjfd, certain, asrared from good informatioQ* 

PtriafU* amulets ; charms sospended from the ne^ 

P9r*0My formerly used as parson now is. 

Ptw^tlicWf a comissuiion, a comrade. 

Pkmpf a name fanulivly given to the sparrow. 

Pia mMtt r, a thin ratmbrine over the brain ; the bndn. 

Pick, to pitch, to throw. 

Picmtii, affected, nice, fantastical* 

Piektrt mnd tUalert, the hands and fingers. 

Pifrkii pitched, determined, fixed, settled. 

PucktTt an outer leathern garment ; a scabbard. 

PiUt to peel, or strip off ; fSUtl, plundered. 

Pm mmawe^t the cataract in the eye. 

PUmtrs, or /wmtr*, formerly soldiers in disgrace, Mt Is 

rough and menial tasks. 
Pitck iuid/ayf pay as you go, no trust. 
Placket, a petticoat. 
Plmgwdt subject to plagues, punished. 
PlmnelU(it made of boards, pkuiked. 
PImmtmgt, the vegetable kingdom : supposed to be iflsrtei 

by the changes of the moon. 
Plaiett plated pieces, silver com. 
PUU/orm, plan, sdieme. 
PUieheA, interwoven, intertwined. 
Plei, spot of ground. 
Pimrity, abundance, repletion. 
Pcini'^inncgf with strict attention to minutiai. 
Ppsnif, tasged laces, to hold dresses together. 
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P9lUkm$h one given to plotdBg, a 

Ptmander^ a peifnmed baU or powder. 

Pmt^tit a famiUar name for Pontefnct. 

P^ar y^kn, a fish of the hake kind. 

Polity ay t a parrot ; a trifling fop. 

ParpifUitUf porcupine. 

PtrtoMCtf conduct ; conveyance from place to puMa> 

Potck^ to thrust, to push. 

p9ulUr, a dealer in poultrr, a poulterer. 

P9tmc€i-^0Xt a box to hold pennmes. 

Practictf artifice, wicked stratagem. 

Pr^ftr^ to patronize, to advance in worldly position* 

PrtgnatUt ready witted, of fertile mind ; deariy a pyawt 

PrtnMu^ nstidious, minutely careful of appeaiancit. 

Pre^MltroMSf out of place, inversely. 

PrticuMCt, knowledge of futurity. 

Prtsudf prtst^ under voluntary obligation, prepind* 

PrtUudf to intend ; to porteno. 

Prgvenij to go before, to anticipate. 

Priek-s0M£^t music sung from notes. 

Pricket, a buck in the second year. 

Prinuro, a game at cards. 

PrimcipaU^ the chief rafters of a ho«ae. 

«_.. -icomb. 

Kdse, to the letter. 
late. 



I, delayed. 

BU, temptation. 

r, ardent, headstrong. 

toking deceiver. 

hidiscoarse. 

> benumb. 

lesof Provence. 

ressmg for show. 

^iihceixk early editions ; a 

sakin pieces. 
i'u$tA, a strumpet. 
Pmrekaut profit : plunder. 

Pushrpin, a child's pUy, pins being pmbed «Itnnattl|b 
Put en, to instigate, to prompt. 



PmiUr-outf a money-lender. 
Pmttock^ a bus 



bttssard* 
Pwuftl^ a dirty drab, 
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jyrwmiir) pyramid. 

If diiigi cfwuwiti suit • an anow* 

• gun* flown at by a naiik ; pray ; a pile ol 

> MWy a Qoartardown piaca* 

\i% a pimpia or acab { aaod coDtMBptoonaly* 

vKyr, taradioos, fidgety* vnaettlad* 
tf/A to rabdue or arnUi ; to kOL 



y to coDTenOf to diaoouna* 
ws H0nm h i9 aka4t^ a ahape that na^ be qoeatioiied. 
wstriit^ one who tearchea or ^oea in qnast of anotber. 
"'-'-'^i (imdditiea, anbtletiea in law or in common talk. 
i diachaige, aoqoittanoe. 

, a nice point or qnibUe, for ftt^dUiti, or qmUUbH* 
tM| a figbre with a tnmii^ top, attached to a poatf foi 
ezerciae in tiltinc. 
i^tf^Bvr, actiTO, nimUe. 

R9€*i nature, eaaenee. 

i?4MA^ to atretcfa unduly, to enbaneeprieea; tUa lapor* 

J?4Sf > coatemptnoua epithet applied to the mob. 

i?«S<«N;f»>W0tfd^ raging mad. 

RmJu «>, to corer over. 

Rmnged^ arranged, adjuated. 



Raidtf full to the brim ; 4 

Ra^if raptures, trantports ; rmpt^ in an < 

Ra^tttrtt a couTulaiye fit 

Xascaif a lean, ill-conditioned dper ; a mean aooondral* 

Xat4tL scolded ; estimated, vaioed. 

RaugfUi old form of rtacktd; stretched^ refl^ liviik 

R0vtmtL ravenous, voracious. 

Rawed Moetf slashed or cut shoes ; tied with roaattWi 

Rmatf race, of ginger, a root of ginger. 

Rearmouu^ reremousi^ the bat. 

RtiU^Ht to converse, discourse. 

RttuonabU tw(/h$esf, swiftness of reaaoa^ or tha^tfij 

Rtbtehf a threen^tringed fiddle. 

Rtceivimgt aptness to imderstand, quick apprfflwmdwu 

Rtekeai^ a note on the homy to call dogs from falaa aewt* 

Reckf to heed, to care for, 

R§eklnst without regard to conseouences. 

R^ctrd^ to aiiqr ; rtcardtr% a kind of flute or flageolet; 

4^«#««r M» «MM 4^ MMv get round, get the better of BMb 
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RetU^ counsel, adrice ; U rtdt, to a 

Rtd'lattictt indicating an alehouse. 

Rtd-lattic* pkrautt alehouse talk. 

Ruchyt reekyi smoky, soo^. 

R^ttUd^ refuted, repnase<L 

Rtgimmi^ used for rtgimen^ rule, goTemment. 

Rtgreet, to exchange biendly courtesies. 

Regwrdan, acknowlec^^ment, recompense. 

Rejourn^ to put off till another day. 

Relume^ to light anew, to rdcindle. 

RgmemBtr tkjf c9urUg^t waive ceremonj, don't 
youxsell. 

RtmorUf pity, kindne sa ; rtm^r^fiilt compawionafi 

Rsm&iwHt removal. 

Rtmcvedf remote, away from public society. 

Rtntanu^ to renounce, to deny. 

Rt^tUf to reprieve, to rererse a sentence. • 

Rt^iiticMt recalling the past, recriminatioii. 

R^pimmctf reprotntion, abandoned to ptmishmfrnt* 

Ri^^l disproof confutatioD. 

Re^mrtdf refined« purified. 

Rtquum^ funeral nymn, invoking rest ior the dead. 

RtsimhUih^ read as a word of lour syllablea, rwnmb(a)ltt]^ 
in Two GtniUmm of Vtrmta^ L 3, voL L, pi. sift 

R§9trv€^ to preserve, take care ol* 

Rtsptciwt, mindful of promises. 

Rtt^ctivefyt ^th respect. 

Rtsiyj restif , uneasy ; dull, averse to action. 

RfttuUd^ passed on vij one feneiatian to anoditr. 

RttorU to reflect ; to chide m answer to rebuke. 

Reverbf to reverberate, to beat back, to aonnd again. 

Rev*rsot a term of the f endi^ schooL 

Rtvolt, one who has revolted, a rebel. 

Rtwordt to echo. 

RaBaudrtd fiagr$ a vile strumpeL 

Rick coal, in heraldry a field or escutchaon fnUy duusad* 

RMmrd, tori ofArundeL [The son d Rittiaid, aari oC 
Arundel.J[ This line, occurring in Kittf Richard ikg 
Stcond, u. I, vol. vii. p. 45, was inserted in tha teart by 
Malone, to complete the sense d tha paaaaga* Tbn 
name is given in Holin8hed*s history. 

RH. old form of rode, did ride ; rid, to gat rid oC 

Rido ikt wild maro, to play at see-saw. 

R^ol, a circle ; applied to a crown or coR>n«^ 

Rtva£09 the bank of the river or sea, tha t.^ 

RHwUty^ being equal in rank and author!^. 
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£Av. to bant» to fire» to cBschaxse. 

R0ms, roadstead, a bay or luTen. 

R ommg tt bustle, general commotion. 

XstHtf Terj freciQently prononnoed Roobu 

RotUbtrt^ a drcnmference, the globe* 

Ro0d^ the cross, or crodfixi used in dmrchiii 

J?«aI, to sqnat or roost 

B0p*ryi rtfe-iricksy ribaldry, rognery. 

Rptktr, a homed beast, as an oz, a cow, Ac 

R0$m4L candid, outspoken ; r ^mmdiHg t vfaiiporiBg. 

RomuUl, a song or dance* 

Rttynuk. scurry, scabby ; paltry, mean. 

RutUoekf a name lor Uie robin redbreast. 

Ri^ the top d the boot tamed over. 

RuMtt to flutter, to riot, to promote disorder. 

i?«2r tM4 roast t to take the leading part. 

Rnshlm^^ mstting. 

Ruth, pity, ( 



SmerifScimi^ oorremonding to the solemnity ol wocbUk* 
Sderimg^llt the bell rung on the consecration ol the k 
Smdt gntTO, thoushtful ; tadfyt with serioosneoi. 
Smftf to make sate, to furnish a salmard. 
^*»gi^* to hang heaty, to be burdenec^ in doubt. 



Smemary^ supposed \if some to be an inn bearins that^gn ; 
thought by Mr. Knkht to be the official residence oltho 
Commander^n-chiet of the Venetian army and nary : the 
figure of an ardier with his bow drawn oeing orer the 
gate of that residence. 

Smint used for mid, 

SaiM^ a herb (salad) eaten wf Ifa salt ; also, a hehaet 

SaUeUf piquant sayings ; jesis. 

S^tt lascinons. 

SaUUrsy a corrupted form of satyrs. 

SahtUf to move, to ezdte, to exhilarate. 

Samtngv, the burden of an old drinking song. 

SoMt, without. 

Savagtt wild, uncultiTated , tavageneut wildness. 

Sayy a kind of silk ; '#«f , to assay, to attempt. 

Scaiet to separate, t*' diq>erse. 

ScaUd, scattered, dispersed ; weighted, over-reached. 

Scaling^ weighine, balancing. 

ScmU, Teprosv, bsudness ; a word used reproachfully. 

ScambUf to be turbulent, to scramble. 

Scambling^ grabbing ; unsettled, disorderly. 

Scattuly perhaps sea-melL. or sea-mew. 
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S cmn il ingi a small piece o£ wood : a pordoii. 

Sca^s, escapades, taults* misdeeds. 

Scttctt the head ; a small fort. 

Sevtchi to inflict a severe, though not mortal* i 

ScrimtTt an adroit fencer. 

ScuUt shoal of fish ; still called adiool in CornvalL 

Sctitt the tail of a deer or hare. 

Seals t acts, deeds, confirming words p re T i o ml y qpokiB. 

Seam, lard, fat. 

Stcret, sacred, set apart, consecrated. 

Stcit a scion, a section or cutting ; a political fadioa. 

Securely^ with overmuch oonfidnice* 

Stctiritft carelessness. 

Seelf to close up^ as closing up iStkt tm ci a hairic. 

Sentut, a sounmn|; of trumpets ; a nourish. 

SentibUt substantial, palpable, potsfssing sensation* 

Se^Untrum, the north. 

Set/orthy to enlarge upon, to describe ; uaed irooiadly. 

Set «> his rtsit to stake all. 

SettsTt a watcher confederate with thieves. 

Several^ separate^ private ; multiplied. 

Shadonring ^assum^ sorrow pretematuraUjr , 

Shams, "for shame," for the sake of decency. 

Shards, fragments ; scal^ win^ of the beetle. 

Sheaf, quahty, charactenstic disposition. 

Shee^, pronounced ship, the subject of many pona. 

Shive, or shave, a slice, as of bread. 

Sheughs, dogs with very shaggy coats. 

Shovel-board, a broad shilling, in game <A sho t e g ro a t. 

Shrewd, mischievous, of a shrewi^ spirit. 

Siege, seat, oflice, place. 

Sights, eye^ioles in a helmet 

Stfhtless, not visible ; unpleasant to leei repnlahre. } 

Signiory, lordship, government. 

Suly^ooth, homely, plain truth. 

Sismmlar, simulated, deceitful. 

Sir-reverence, Save your Reverence, a form of apblqn 

used as a preface to objectionable ezpresaons. 
Sirs, sirce, an old form of addressing the female sex. 
Sith, since, as ; sithenee, since then. 
SiMss, allowances for expenBes^. as at school or coU^^ 
Skimble-shamble, wild, wandering, confused. 
Shirr, to scour, to run in haste. 
Sliver, to break oflf, to slice, to divide lengthwise. 
Slops, loose knee-breeches. 
Slubber, to perform work carelessly, clumsOy. 
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SmUrekt df poSlated, clouded, tallied. 
Sn0mpi$tf, cnecking, nipping. 
Snij^j a small bird; a blockhead, a fool. 
SoatBfyt ** this solidity and compound mass," the earth. 
Sonnttf sonneteer, Livt't Labor's LpH^ i. a, toI. iiL 939. 
Sartlf a bode over two years old. 
Sori, rank, status ; sort, to choose, to arran|;e. 
Som^taring^ that idiica makes the soul afraid. appalUnf 
Sound, a narrow sea. 
SowUf to piill out br the ears. 

S^vm, a disease o£ horses, a bony ezcrssoeDce growiaf oa 
the inside ol the hough. 



S^d, done, decided, faidied. 

S/OTTt to snot in, to confine. 

SHUk, anything spilt or wasted. 

SfUon, hnmor, caprice ; eager haste. 

Mv^fVacote, apt to learn, ^ quick natural parts. 

S^rhtg, a shoot^ a sprig ; the banning. 

SpHsifkalit stnnghalt, a spaamodic affection d the aosdaa 

otthe mnd \tg in horses. 
S*mrSi deep roots of trees. 

SqmsrSf regular, just, honest ; to sqtmrot to quaml. 
S^muk, pcasooa not matured. 

Sgtnrs, square, a rule, from igmtrro, or osgmkrrtf French. 
SiaUt old, past use ; a decoy. astaUdng-hona. 
Stam^ti^ the common stoneHiawk. 
Stark, stiff, strong ; starkfy, in the highest degree. 
Starve f stsrvo, to perish with hnn^ or oold. 
StaUs, personages of elevated station. 
Statue, applied to a painted portrait, as well as to sculpture. 
Siatuos, used t^ Dogbeiry for statutes; MmA Ada aimd 

Netluttg, iu. 3, Tol. iii., p. 6r. 
Staiute^t^, caps worn by atisens* 
Steiled, encrsTed. fixed. 

nmnt 
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Strikg ioSt to rabmit 

Stuffs ba^pge of a penon or anny , 

SmSscrUg, to agree to, to yield» to •aecmnb. 

Suc€€u, snccenioD. teqaence, that vhicfa idUom. 

Sneetttw^t in order of raocesskm* 

SumtfUr^ a hone that cairiei clothe% fanittan» or pcetl 



Swre^ut, to ceaee, to oome to an end. 

Sitr^thUdf ridden too mncbf orenvorked. 

Smmbf a mop ; tmmbber^ one who deana the ihqt'a dedEt. 

Swmith^ or twmikf the quantity cat down at one atrok* el 

the scythe* 
Swmikmr citthtty awaddling dothea. 
Swing * ht ekU rt a riotous pers<»i, a bully* 
Swcrdt to swear by the sword waa held a wyi 

of oath by some northern nationa. 
Sw0H$uL old form of swoon. 
Sym^aii^, parity, eqnality of ruk or podtioB. 

TisMr, a pictore ; tablet or note-book ; palm ol tha ha 
Tm£t a piece of metal at the point of a lace ; the mek 
TmJUt to strike with weakness or disease* to bMrildk 
Takg 0ttit to make a copy or imitation. 
Takmg t^ baying goods on credit. 
TaUffw-Mck, or Xtitckf a lamp of o>4ati or taEaaw 



TWtf) to twang, to make a ringing 

TafU$m£, tanned or browned by the i 

Tmrr^t to stimalate, to mdte. 

Tartar, Tartaros, Oie infernal rqpooa. 

Tauei-fnalt^ an elegant and hkhlyHrained hg^km 

Taxmts^m, censore, satirical style of remariu 

Tgm/eraf$ce, osod for temperatare. 

Ttmdtr, to hold in tender regard. 

T^ndtr ke/tetL saaceptible to tendemesi 

Ttretlf the male hawk. 

TttUrn, to give a tester or sizpeoce to anv una. 

Than, luedlor t^^ to harmonise the rnyaM» te Ra^ ^ 

Lmcr§C4% rol. ziii.» p* aa9. 
T'Mev, the shafto of a cart or wagon* 
ThirdbcTfueh, tkarhorcugk, »ji nnder-oonitabla. 
Th r a t onicMt bom b as t ica l, bragging* 
T'ArM-MUMT^M^f an implement for dnring pilaia wofkad 

by three Bton. 
Tkr€ § man M^ ng-mtn^ the three singers in a trio. 
Tkrt9-^4U, rich three-|nle Telvet. 
Tkrwm. the end of wesTers' threads ; ooarM yan. 
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Tkhk-hrmim, Mcne ttrong intoadcatinff Hqaor. 

TiM^ active, handj ; Ugkih^ promptty. 

Tutki tiUagty hnsbuidnri coltiTation. 

Timg ^dSjff Ugwt lMt% to o£Eer friendly lalotatiMU 

Ti9mUu% in the aeue of vntimelT, premature. 

7*«rv» !• ieiaa» to tear» as the hawk ooes with its taloM. 

THU (of a peace), prdbce, fiist prooeediiis% in rsisrinot ti 

the restoration of oeaoe. 
Tp-frumd^ U't^ndt oc, an emphatic mods of c 
T0 mk j , a nmseoline, forward ^1. 
7W t00f ont of measore, ezcessiTely. 
Tmichf test for precious metals ; qrmpathy. 
T0tutt to pnll abooty to drag. 
Tawmrdt in preparation, nearly ready. 
T0U, to draw ont, to pnll asunder, as in carding wool* 
Tradtt custom, ordiniftry course. 
TVoiiM^ a ferry. 
Trmakt to check the hounds. 
TrMHulf arduous labor, toil, woik. 
Tnmtust entreaties. 
Trick, peculiarity of Toice or feature. 
TriekeOf blasoned, jMunted, as in heraldiy. 
TVfj^. used for a ^ird, one of three. 
Trmmpktt celebration of triumphs, masques, rtfda. 
Trto'an, a thie^ a slane epithet. 
Tro lmx d mm tt (French, ir^m-madmmt), a I»>M. 
TropkMfyt by wav of trope or figure, metapMcicaUy. 
Tru€ men, faithful, honest men. 
Tticktt, ittekti'€0$tamc€, a flourish on a tnmpet* 
TWk, U tmm* to chance one's religion, to apostatise. 
Tmnjg g tm Jw tf /# , a bottle made of wickei^worfc, or 1 

twigs* 

TVtmv, attirini^ dressing^ adorning. 
Tytkini^. the smallest division of a county, eomiiting of m 

ffamines, subordinate to the hundred. 



Ummtiglfd, dying without receiving ^r^reme 1 

UmkmUd, unUunted, not prepared fot tCencmg^ appKcd to a 

weapon. 
UmB^li, to open the method and mesnhig, to diadoie* 
UmBMtdf not passed through a sieve, coarse. 



UmJ Mm eM , irre^ective of conTentionai distiactioM 0I 

laak. ofidal position, ftc 
Umtrmidtd, not damaged, not faded. 
Umemffirmtdf mm, new to die world's ways. 
Undtr g9mrmH0H, the people at the antipodes. 
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Ufuatk^ hardly, uneasily. 

Unfair^ to unnir, *i» depriTe of beauty* 

Unka^t unprosperous, not s u c c c mIu I. 

Unhap^y^ harsmy, censoriooBly. 

Unhoused, free to change one's abode, i 

UnhoMuUd, not having partalcen of the i 

Unkind, not in accordsmce with natural feeling; 

Unman9udt ^d, not tamed, a term in falcomy* 

UnqualUud, deprived of qnalities or powers. 

UnquestumdbU, avoiding questioning or cuuveisalioB. 

UnrtasonabU crtaittrti, creatnres without iMsoo, iSbm Im 

tional tribes. 
UnrolUd, erased from the roll or membership ol a I 
Ummircned, without smear or stain, pare. 
Uniradedy not in common use. 
UmnUmd, that which cannot be estimated 
Urchin^ the hedgehog ; applied also to a fuij 
Usattct, usury, exorbitant interest for mooeiy. 
UtUranc€y Toutrance, to the uttermost. 

Vadt^ for fade ; vading^ fodii^. 

Vaili to let down, to lower, to gi^e way* 

VttmHtUf vanity, lightness. 

Vmniagty advantage, favorable opportonity* 

Vaattbractj armor for the arm. 

Varlttf valet, a servant, a footman ; a sooiradrd* 

Km/, waste, limitless expanse ; vaitidH^t * 

Vatmtt the avant, the foremost, the van. 

Vaunt courier (French, avani^ourem')^ a 

Vaward, the guard in advance, the van* 

Vthfot-i^ttardst velvet facings or trimmings ; 

tomed to wear rich dresses. 
VgntWy a strc^e of fence j a nlly <^ wit* 
Vontag€Sy airholes in a flute or flagecdet* 
Vioy an interjection, away with you I 
Vic4% to screw ; Vicoi a buffoon in old mondity \^J^ 
ViomUsst what cannot be seen, invisible. 
yaiat^t viUdnous, generally q>elt viUmit^f 

early editions. 
yaUm, vtOam, a servant ; a worthless 
VitktiUihy woiketh passionatcOy. 
VirifimaL a musical mstrument. 
Virgi$taui$i£, playing as if on a vizgiiiaL 
VHanuntf advi ' 



VldmUOf sprightly, of ready speech and adiflo. 
VtluUtt dianJEeaUe, moonatant. 
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W^f to wave or inTite by the band. 

IVmftaggf paaaage, to be waited or oooYeyed* 

H^ag»f to wage war, to carry on a oonilict. 

Waists the nuddle d a ship. 

^aiMMM, Teoeeance. 

Wap^tmd^ withered, outworn. 

IVartUn, a kind of baking pear. 

H'assatis, merry meetinga, festrrals. 

H^atcA, a watch-tight ; waick, to tame by ka^ing awake. 

WaUr^-gaUf a aecondaij rainbow. 

H^ater-'UK^ky painting in distemper. 

H 'ax J sea oft an allusion to the wax tablets c 

dents wrote with the t^bu* 
IVtb and^t cataract in the eye. 
Wttn^ to conceive, to think, to ir- 
Wtttt to know, to be informed. 
J^mtA out, to outweigh, to overbalance. 
Wtlkin^ the visible firmament. 
Wtn^ a swollen excrescence. 
Whin f an exclamation of impatience. 
Wlufuu, when; wker*, whereat; i farwj, whert; 

wAiigast while. 
Wkdj0ert a fife-player ; a triiler ; ooe who walks beloca a 

DTOcession. 
nnUf stocky the handle of a whip ; the whip itself. 
IVhtrrtM^t the nrnse made by a bird's wing in flying 
Whiting'timtt bleaching-time. 
WhiUterM^ bleachers of unen. 
Wickedy injorions, noxious. 
Widf^Mpptdy open-mouthed, a loud talker. 
Widowhiodi a dower, the jmntnre belonging to a widow. 
JTtiU^rrMMf, wildnesa. 
Wim^, a veU, a hood. 
Wimdow-^artt lattice-work in the front part ol a woaua'a 

dress. 
Wmdrmgf for mmdimg* 
WinUr ground, to protect a plant from frost* 
IPtf, to know ; ** I wis," I know, I reckon. 
IFiM,<* I am with you;*'*<Htfe be with them;" *«Tak« 

me with you," &c., forms of expression mnnin^^ " I 

understand you ; " '* Enter into their humor ; " ** Let 

me know what yon mean," ftc 
WHtol^ one who knows and allows his wife's infldelHy. 
Woman Hrtdt one whose wife is his master. 
Woodt ot mud, mad, ciasy. 

*^ . T 
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WotHward, without a shirt; wearing a woollen garmwt 

next the skiny like a pilgnm on penance. 
World to conut the world of a later generation, pocterity 
Wtrldt to go to tkof to commence life* to be manied. 
Worships to honor, to rererence. 
*f^(9ri!f, nerbs, eoleworts, cabbages. 
Wouttd^ twisted about, encirclM. 
Wrtak^ vengeance.; wrtak/itl, ▼engefol. 
Writi the truth, from ** holy writ," the Scriptorea. 
WroMfs, wrongers ; the persons idbo CMnaut wiong 
Wrotnf calami^, distress* 

Ymrot ready, nimble, manageable. 
Kmvv to swerve from the course, a seaF^erm. 
Y-^ladt dad, clothed : y<Up*dt deped or called* 
Ykmsfyf orjtMtjff frotny, foaming, like yeatt 
yitOtimess, a jealous fnme of mmd. 
Ytttomtf a disease of the gall in horses. 
Yitidf to give up ; to report ; to reward. 



i7i 



'iabuffeon,alool. 

• saperflnoua letter ; a asdes penoD. 



THE END. 
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